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A HUMBLE ROMANCE.

SHE was stooping over the great kitchen sink, washing
the breakfast dishes. Under fostering circumstances, her
slenderness of build might have resulted in delicacy or
daintiness ; now the harmony between strength and task
had been repeatedly broken, and the result was ugliness.
Her finger joints and wrist bones were knotty and out of
proportion, her elbows, which her rolled-up sleeves dis-
played, were pointed and knobby, her shoulders bent, her
feet spread beyond their natural bounds—from head to
foot she was a little discordant note. She had a pale,
peaked face, her scanty fair hair was strained tightly back,
and twisted into a tiny knot, and her expression was at
once passive and eager.

There came a ringing knock at the kitchen door, and a
face of another description, large, strong-featured, and as-
sured, peered out of the pantry, which was over against the
sink.

“Who is it, Sally?”

“I don’ know, Mis’ King.”

“Well, go to the door, can’t you, an’ not stan’ thar gapin’,
I can’t; my hands are in the butter.”

Sally shook the dish-water off her red, sodden fingers,
and shuffled to the door.
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A tall man with a scraggy sandy mustache stood there.
He had some scales in his hand.

“Good - mornin’, marm,” he said. “Hev you got any
rags?”’

“T’ll see,” said the girl. Then she went over to the
pautry, and whispered to her mistress that it was the tin-
peddler.

“ Botheration I’ cried Mrs. King, impatiently; “why
couldn’t he hev come another day? Here I am right in
the midst of butter, an’ I’ve got lots of rags, an’ I’'ve got to
hev some new milk-pails right away.”

All of this reached the ears of the tin-peddler, but he
merely stood waiting, the corners of his large mouth curving
up good-naturedly, and scrutinized with pleasant blue eyes
the belongings of the kitchen, and especially the slight,
slouching figure at the sink, to which Sally had returned.

“I s’pose,” said Mrs. King, approaching the peddler at
length, with decision thinly veiled by doubt, *that I shall
hev to trade with you, though I don’ know how to stop
this mornin’, for I'm right in the midst of butter-making.
I wish you’d ’a happened along some other day.”

“Wa’al,” replied the peddler, laughing, “an’ so I would,
marm, ef I'd only known. But I don’t see jest how I could
hev, unless you’d ’a pasted it up on the fences, or had it
put in the newspaper, or mebbe in the almanac.”

He lounged smilingly against the door-casing, jingling
his scales, and waiting for the woman to make up her mind.

She smiled unwillingly, with knitted brows.

“Well,” said she, “of course you ain’t to blame. I
guess I'll go an’ pick up my rags, up in the garret. There’s
quite a lot of ’em, an’ it ’ll take some time. I don’t know
as you’ll want to wait.”
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“Lor’, I don’t keer,” answered the peddler. “I'd jest
as soon rest a leetle as not. It’s a powerful hot mornin’
for this time o’ year, an’ I've got all the day afore me.”

He came in and seated himself, with a loose-jointed sprawl,
on a chair near the door.

After Mrs. King had gone out, he sat a few minutes eying
the girl at the sink intently. She kept steadily on with her
work, though there was a little embarrassment and uncer-
tainty in her face.

“Would it be too much trouble ef I should ask you to
give me a tumbler of water, miss ?”

She filled one of her hot, newly-washed glasses with water
from a pail standing on a shelf at one end of the sink, and
brought it over to him. “It’s cold,” she said. “I drawed
it myself jest a few minutes ago, or I'd get some right out
of the well for you.”

“This is all right, an’ thanky kindly, miss; it’s proper
good water.”

He drained the glass, and carried it back to her at the
sink, where she had returned. She did not seem to dare
absent herself from her dish-washing task an instant.

He set the empty glass down beside the pail ; then he
caught hold of the girl by her slender shoulders and faced
her round towards him. She turned pale, and gave a
smothered scream.

“Thar! thar! don’t you go to being afeard of me,” said
the peddler. “I wouldn’t hurt you for the whole world.
I jest want to take a squar look at you. You're the worst-
off-lookin’ little cretur I ever set my eyes on.”

She looked up at him pitifully, still only half reassured.
There were inflamed circles around her dilated blue eyes.

“You’ve been cryin’, ain’t you?”
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The girl nodded meekly. “Please let me go,” she said.

“Yes, I’ll let you go; but I’m a-goin’ to ask you a few
questions first, an’ I want you to answer ’em, for I’ll be
hanged ef I ever see— Ain’t she good to you?’—indi-
cating Mrs. King with a wave of his hand towards the door
through which she had departed.

“Yes, she’s good enough, I guess.”

“Don’t ever scold you, hey?”’

“I don’ know; I guess so, sometimes.”

“Did this mornin’, didn’t she?”

“A little. I was kinder behind with the work.”

“Keeps you workin’ pretty stiddy, don’t she?”

“Yes; thar’s consider’ble to do this time o’ year.”

¢ Cookin’ for hired men, I s’pose, and butter an’ milk?”’

€« Yes.”

“ How long hev you been livin’ here?”

“She took me when I was little.”

“Do you do anything besides work? —go round like
other gals ?—hev any good times?”

“Sometimes.” She said it doubtfully, as if casting about
in her mind for reminiscences to prove the truth of it.

“Git good wages?”

“A dollar a week sence I was eighteen. I worked for
my board an’ close afore.”

“Got any folks?” .

“1 guess I've got some brothers and sisters somewhar.
I don’ know jest whar. Two of ’'em went West, an’ one is
merried somewhar in York State. We was scattered when
father died. Thar was ten of us, an’ we was awful poor.
Mis’ King took me. I was the youngest; ’bout four, they
said I was. I ’ain’t never known any folks but Mis’
King.”
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The peddler walked up and down the kitchen floor twice;
Sally kept on with her dishes; then he came back to her.

“ Look a-here,” he said ; “leave your dish-washin’ alone
a minute. I want you to give me a good look in the face,
an’ tell me what you think of me.”

She looked up shyly in his florid, freckled face, with its
high cheek-bones and scraggy sandy mustache ; then she
plunged her hands into the dish-tub again.

“1 don’ know,” she said, bashfully.

“Well, mebbe you do know, only you can’t put it into
words. Now jest take a look out the window at my tin
cart thar. That’s all my own, a private consarn. I ain’t
runnin’ for no company. I owns the cart an’ horse, an’
disposes of the rags, an’ sells the tin, all on my own hook.
An’ I'm a-doin’ pretty well at it; I’'m a-layin’ up a leetle
money. I ain’t got no family. Now this was what I was
a-comin’ at: s’pose you should jest leave the dishes, an’ the
scoldin’ woman, an’ the butter, an’ everything, an’ go a-ridin’
off with me on my tin-cart. I wouldn’t know you, an’ ske
wouldn’t know you, an’ you wouldn’t know yourself, in a
week. You wouldn’t hev a bit of work to do, but jest set
up thar like a queen, a-ridin’ and seein’ the country. For
that’s the way we’d live, you know. I wouldn’t hev you
keepin’ house an’ slavin’. We’d stop along the road for
vittles, and bring up at taverns nights. What d’ye say to
it?”

She stopped her dish-washing now, and stood staring at
him, her lips slightly parted and her cheeks flushed.

“I know I ain’t much in the way of looks,” the peddler
went on, “an’ I’'m older than you—I’m near forty—an’ I've
been merried afore. I don’t s’pose you kin take a likin’
to me right off, but you might arter a while. An’ I'd take
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keer of you, you poor leetle thing. An’ I don’t b’lieve you
know anything about how nice it is to be taken keer of, an’
hev the hard, rough things kep’ off by somebody that likes
yer.”

Still she said nothing, but stood staring at him.

“You ain’t got no beau, hev you?”’ asked the peddler, as
a sudden thought struck him.

“No.” She shook her head, and her cheeks flushed
redder.

“Well, what do you say to goin’ with me? You’ll hev to
hurry up an’ make up your mind, or the old lady’ll be back.”

The girl was almost foolishly ignorant of the world, but
her instincts were as brave and innocent as an angel’s.
Tainted with the shiftless weariness and phlegm of her
parents, in one direction she was vigorous enough.

Whether it was by the grace of God, or an inheritance
from some far-off Puritan ancestor, the fire in whose veins
had not burned low, she could see, if she saw nothing else,
the distinction between right and wrong with awful plain-
ness. Nobody had ever called her anything but a good
girl. It was said with a disparagement, maybe, but it was
always “a good girl.”

She looked up at the man before her, her cheeks burning
painfully hot, her eyes at once drooping and searching.
“I—don’t know jest—how you mean,” she stammered. “I
wouldn’t go with the king, if—it wasn’t to—go honest—"

The peddler’s face flushed as red as hers. ‘Now, look
a-here, little un,” he said, “You jest listen, an’ it’s God'’s
own truth; ef T hadn’t ’a meant all right I wouldn’t ’a
come to you, but to some other gal, hansumer, an’ pearter,
an’—but, O Lord! I ain’t that kind, anyway. What I want
is to merry you honest, an’ take keer of you, an’ git that
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look off your face. I know it’s awful sudden, an’ it’s askin’

a good deal of a gal to trust so much in a fellow she never
set eyes on afore. Ef you can’t do it, I'll never blame you;
but ef you kin, well, I don’t b'lieve you’ll ever be sorry.
Most folks would think I was a fool, too, an’ mebbe I am,
but I wanted to take keer on you the minute I set eyes on
you; an’ afore I know it the wantin’ to take keer on you
will be growin’ into lovin’ you. Now you hurry and make
up your mind, or she will be back.”

Sally had little imagination, and a loving nature. In her
heart, as in all girls’ hearts, the shy, secret longing for a
lover had strengthened with her growth, but she had never
dreamed definitely of one. Now she surveyed the homely,
scrawny, good-natured visage before her, and it filled well
enough the longing nature had placed in her helpless heart.
His appearance dispelled no previous illusion, for previous
illusion there had been none. No one had ever spoken to
her in this way. Rough and precipitate though it was, it
was skilful wooing ; for it made its sincerity felt, and a girl
more sophisticated than this one could not have listened to
it wholly untouched.

The erratic nature of the whole proceeding did not dis-
may her. She had no conscience for conventionalities ;
she was too simple; hers only provided for pure right and
wrong. Strange to say, the possible injury she would do
her mistress by leaving her in this way did not occur to
her till afterwards. Now she looked at her lover, and be-
gan to believe in him, and as soon as she began to believe
in him — poor, unattractive, ignorant little thing that she
was |l—she began to love just like other girls. All over her
crimson face flashed the signs of yielding. The peddler
saw and understood them.
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“You will—won’t you, little un?” he cried. Then, as her
eyes drooped more before his, and her mouth quivered be-
tween a sob and a smile, he took a step forward and
stretched out his arms towards her. Then he stepped
back, and his arms fell.

“No,” he cried, “I won’t; I'd like to give you a hug,
but I won’t; I won’t so much as touch that little lean hand
of yours till you're my wife. You shall see I mean honest.
But come along now, little un, or she will be back. I de-
clar’ ef I don’t more’'n half believe she’s fell in a fit, or
she’d ha’ been back afore now. Come now, dear, be spry!”

“Now?” said Sally, in turn.

“Now! why, of course now: what’s the use of waitin’?
Mebbe you want to make some weddin’ cake, but I reckon
we’d better buy some over in Derby, for it might put the
old lady out ;” and the peddler chuckled. “Why, I'm jest
a-goin’ to stow you away in that ’ere tin-cart of mine—
there’s plenty of room, for I’ve been on the road a-sellin’
nigh a week. An’ then I’m a-goin’ to drive out of this yard,
arter I've traded with your missis, as innocent as the very
innocentest lamb you ever see, an’ I’m a-goin’ to drive
along a piece till it’s safe ; an’ then you’re a-goin’ to git
out an’ set up on the seat alongside of me, an’ we’re goin’
to keep on till we git to Derby, an’ then we’ll git merried,
jest as soon as we kin find a minister as wants to airn a
ten-dollar bill.” '

“But,” gasped Sally, “she’ll ask whar I am.”

“Tll fix that. You lay there in the cart an’ hear what 1
say. Lor’, I’d jest as soon tell her to her face, myself, what
we was goin’ to do, an’ set you right up on the seat aside
of me, afore her eyes; but she’d talk hard, most likely, an’
you look scared enough now, an’ you’d cry, an’ your eyes
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would git redder; an’ she might sass you so you’d be ready
to back out,too. Women kin say hard things to other wom.
en, an’ they ain’t likely to understan’ any woman but them-
selves trustin’ a man overmuch. I reckon this is the best
way.” He went towards the door, and motioned her to come.

“But I want my bonnet.”

“Never mind the bunnit; I’ll buy you one in Derby.”

“But I don’t want to ride into Derby bare-headed,” said
Sally, almost crying.

“Well, I don’t know as you do, little un, that’s a fact;
but hurry an’ git the bunnit, or she w#/ be here. I thought
I heard her a minute ago.”

“Thar’s a leetle money I've saved, too.”

“Well, git that; we don’t want to make the old lady
vallyble presents, an’ you kin buy yourself sugar-plums
with it. But be spry.”

She gave him one more scared glance, and hastened out
of the room, her limp calico accommodating itself to every
ungraceful hitch of her thin limbs and sharp hips.

“T’ll git her a gown with puckers in the back,” mused
the peddler, gazing after her. Then he hastened out to
his tin-cart, and arranged a vacant space in the body of it.
He had a great-coat, which he spread over the floor.

“Thar, little un, let me put you right in,” he whispered,
when Sally emerged, her bonnet on, a figured green delaine
shawl over her shoulders, and her little hoard in an old
stocking dangling from her hand.

She turned round and faced him once more, her eyes like
a child’s peering into a dark room. “You mean /Zonest ?”’

“Before God, I do, little un. Now git in quick, for she
s comin’ !” ‘

He had to lift her in, for her poor little limbs were o
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weak to support her. They were not a moment too soon,
for Mrs. King stood in the kitchen door a second later.

“Here! you ain’t goin’, air you?” she called out.

“No, marm; [ jest stepped out to look arter my hoss;
he was a trifle uneasy with the flies, an’ thar was a yaller
wasp buzzin’ round.” And the peddler stepped up to the
door with an open and artless visage.

“Well, I didn’t know but you’d git tired waitin’. _You
spoke so about not bein’ in a hurry that I stopped to pick
my white rags out from the colored ones. I knew they’d
bring more ef I did. I’d been meanin’ to hev ’em all sort-
ed out afore a peddler come along. I thought I'd hev
Sally pick ’em over last week, but she was sick— Why,
whar is Sally?”

“Who?”

“ Sally—the girl that was washin’ dishes when you come
—she went to the door.”

- “Oh, the gal! I b’lieve I saw her go out the door a
minute afore I went out to see to my hoss.”

“Well, I'll call her, for she’ll never git the dishes done,
I guess, an’ then we'll see about the rags.”

Mrs. King strode towards the door, but the peddler
stopped her.,

“ Now, marm, ef you please,” said he, “I’d a leetle ray-
ther you’d attend to business first, and call Sally arterwards,
ef it’s jest the same to you, for I am gittin’ in a leetle of a
hurry, and don’t feel as ef I could afford to wait much
longer.”

“Well,” said Mrs. King, reluctantly, “I don’t suppose I
orter ask you to, but I do hev such discouragin’ times with
help. I declare it don’t seem to me as ef Sally ever would
git them dishes done.”
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“Wa’al, it don’t seem to me, from what I’'ve seen, that
she ever will, either,” said the peddler, as he gathered up
Mrs. King’s rag-bags and started for the cart.

“ Anybody wouldn’t need to watch her for more’n two
minutes to see how slow she was,” assented Mrs. King,
following. “She’s a girl I took when she was a baby to
bring up, an’ I’'ve wished more’n fifty times I hadn’t. She’s
a good girl enough, but she’s awful slow—no snap to her.
How much is them milk pans?”

Mrs. King was reputedly a sharp woman at a bargain,
To trade with her was ordinarily a long job for any ped-
dler, but to-day it was shortened through skilful manage-
ment. The tinman came down with astonishing alacrity
from his first pricg, at the merest suggestion from his cus-
tomer, and, in a much shorter time than usual, she bustled
into the house, her arms full of pans, and the radiant and
triumphant conviction of a good bargain in her face.

The peddler whirled rapidly into his seat, and snatched
up the lines ; but even then he heard Mrs. King calling the
girl as he rattled around the corner. ,

A quarter of a mile from Mrs. King’s there was a house ;
a little beyond, the road ran through a considerable stretch
of woods. This was a very thinly settled neighborhood.
The peddler drove rapidly until he reached the woods;
then he stopped, got down, and peered into the cart.

Sally’s white face and round eyes peered piteously back
at him.

“ How’re you gittin’ along, little un?”

“Oh, let me git out an’ go back!”

* Lor’, no, little un, you don’t want to go back now! Bless
your heart, she’s all primed for an awful sassin’. I tell you
what ’tis, you sha’n’t ride cooped up in thar any longer 5 you
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shall git out an’ set up here with me. We’'ll keep our ears
pricked up, an’ ef we hear anybody comin’, I’ll stow you in
the box under the seat afore you kin say Jack Robinson,
an’ thar ain’t any houses for three mile.”

He helped the poor shivering little thing out, and lifted
her up to the high seat. When he had seated himself be-
side-her, and gathered up the lines, he looked down at her
curiously. Her bonnet the severe taste of Mrs. King had
regulated. It was a brown straw, trimmed with brown rib-
bon. He eyed it disapprovingly. “I’ll git you a white bun-
nit, sich as brides wear, in Derby,” said he.

She blushed a little at that, and glanced up at him, a
little grateful light over her face.

“You poor little thing!” said the peddler, and put out
his hand towards her, then drew it back again.

Derby was a town with the prestige of a city. It was
the centre of trade for a large circle of little country towns ;
its main street was crowded on a fair day, when the roads
were good, with any quantity of nondescript and antedilu-
vian-looking vehicles, and the owners thereof presented a
wide variety of quaintness in person and attire.

So this eloping pair, the tall, bony, shambling man, and
the thin, cowed-looking girl, her scant skirts slipping too
far below her waist-line in the back, and following the
movements of her awkward heels, excited no particular at-
tention.

After the tin-cart had been put up in the hotel stable,
and the two had been legally pronounced man and wife,
or, specifically, Mr. and Mrs. Jake Russell, they proceeded
on foot down the principal street, in which all the shops
were congregated, in search of some amendments to the
bride’s attire,



A HUMBLE ROMANCE. 13

If it was comparatively unnoticed, Sally was fully alive
to the unsuitableness of her costume. She turned around,
and followed with wistful eyes the prettily dressed girls
they met. There was a great regret in her heart over her
best gown, a brown delaine, with a flounce on the bottom,
and a shiny back. She had so confidently believed in its
grandeur so long, that now, seen by her mental vision, it
hardly paled before these splendors of pleating and draping.
It compared, advantageously, in her mind, with a brown
velvet suit whose wearer looked with amusement in her
eyes at Sally’s forlorn figure. If she only had on her
brown delaine, she felt that she could walk more confident-
ly through this strangeness. But, nervously snatching her
bonnet and her money, she had, in fact, heard Mrs. King’s
tread on the attic stairs, and had not dared to stop longer
to secure it.

She knew they were out on a search for a new dress for
her now, but she felt a sorrowful conviction that nothing
could be found which could fully make up for the loss of
her own beloved best gown. And then Sally was not very
quick with her needle; she thought with dismay of the
making up; the possibility of being aided by a dressmaker,
or a ready-made costume, never entered her simple mind.

Jake shambled loosely down the street, and she followed
meekly after him, a pace or two behind.

At length the peddler stopped before a large establish-
ment, in whose windows some ready-made ladies’ garments
were displayed. ‘Here we air,” said he, triumphantly.

Sally stepped weakly after him up the broad steps.

One particular dress in the window had excited the ped-
dler’s warm admiration. It was a trifle florid in design,

with dashes of red here and there.
2
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Sally eyed it a little doubtfully, when the clerk, at Jake’s
request, had taken it down to show them. Untutored as
her taste was, she turned as naturally to quiet plumage as
a wood-pigeon. The red slashes rather alarmed her. How-
ever, she said nothing against her husband’s decision to
purchase the dress. She turned pale at the price; it was
nearly the whole of her precious store. But she took up
her stocking-purse determinedly when Jake began exam-
ining his pocket-book.

“I pays for this,” said she to the clerk, lifting up her
little face to him with scared resolve.

“Why, no you don’t, little un !” cried Jake, catching hold
of her arm. “I'm a-goin’ to pay for it, o’ course. It’s a
pity ef I can’t buy my own wife a dress.”

Sally flushed all over her lean throat, but she resolutely
held out the money.

“No,” she said again, shaking her head obstinately, “7/
pays for it.”

The peddler let her have her way then, though he bit his
scraggy mustache with amaze and vexation as he watched
her pay the bill, and stare with a sort of frightened wistful-
ness after her beloved money as it disappeared in the clerk’s
grasp.

When they emerged from the store, the new dress under
his arm, he burst out, “ What on airth made you do that,
little un?”

“Other folks does that way. When they gits merried
they buys their own close, ef they kin.”

* But it took pretty nearly all you'd got, didn’t it ?”

“That ain’t no matter.”

The peddler stared at her, half in consternation, half in
admiration.
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“Well,” said he, “I guess you've got a little will o’ your
own, arter all, little un, an’ I'm glad on’t. A woman’d orter
hev a little will to back her sweetness ; it’s all too soft an’
slushy otherways. But I’ll git even with you about the dress,”

Which he proceeded to do by ushering his startled bride
into the next dry-goods establishment, and purchasing a
dress pattern of robin’s-egg blue silk, and a delicate white
bonnet. Sally, however, insisted on buying a plain sun-hat
with the remainder of her own money. She was keenly
alive to the absurdity and peril of that airy white structure
on the top of a tin-cart.

The pair remained in Derby about a week; then they
started forth on their travels, the blue silk, which a Derby
dressmaker had made up after the prevailing mode, and
the white bonnet, stowed away in a little new trunk in the
body of the cart.

The peddler, having only himself to consult as to his mo-
tions, struck a new route now. Sally wished to keep away
from her late mistress’s vicinity. She had always a ner-
vous dread of meeting her in some unlikely fashion.

She wrote a curious little ill-spelled note to her, at the
first town where they stopped after leaving Derby. Whether
or not Mrs. King was consoled and mollified by it she
never knew.

Their way still lay through a thinly settled country. The
tin-peddler found readier customers in those farmers’ wives
who were far from stores. It was late spring. Often they
rode for a mile or two through the lovely fresh woods, with-
out coming to a single house.

The girl had never heard of Arcadia, but, all unexpressed
to herself, she was riding through it under gold-green
boughs, te the sweet, broken jangling of tin-ware.
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When they stopped to trade at the farmhouses, how
proudly she sat, a new erectness in her slender back, and
held her husband’s horse tightly while he talked with the
woman of the house, with now and then a careful glance
towards her to see if she were safe. They always contrived
to bring up, on a Sabbath-day, at some town where there
was a place of worship. Then the blue silk and the white
bonnet were taken reverently from their hiding-place, and
Sally, full of happy consciousness, went to church with her
husband in all her bridal bravery,

These two simple pilgrims, with all the beauty and
grace in either of them turned only towards each other,
and seen rightly only in each other’s untutored, uncritical
eyes, had journeyed together blissfully for about three
months, when one afternoon Jake came out of a little coun-
try tavern, where they had proposed stopping for the night,
with a pale face. Sally had been waiting on the cart out-
side until he should see if they could be accommodated.
He jumped up beside her and took the lines.

“We’ll go on to Ware,” he said, in a dry voice ; “it’s only
three mile further. They’re full here.”

Jake drove rapidly along, an awful look on his homely
face, giving it the beauty of tragedy.

Sally kept looking up at him with pathetic wonder, but
he never looked at her or spoke till they reached the last
stretch of woods before Ware village. Then, just before
they left the leafy cover, he slackened his speed a little,
and threw his arm around her.

“See here, little un,” he said, brokenly. “You've—got
—consider’ble backbone, ’ain’t you? Ef anything awful
should happen, it wouldn’t—kill you—you’d bear up ?”

“ Ef you told me to.”
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He caught at her words eagerly. “I would tell you to,
little un—I do tell you to,” he cried. “ Ef anything awful
ever should—happen—you’ll remember that I told you to
bear up.”

“Yes, I'll bear up.” Then she clung to him, trembling.
“Oh, what is it, Jake?”

“Never mind now, little un,” he answered ; * p’rhaps
nothin’ awful’s goin’ to happen ; I didn’t say thar was.
Chirk up an’ give us a kiss, an’ look at that ’ere sky thar,
all pink an’ yaller.”

He tried to be cheerful, and comfort her with joking en-
dearments then, but the awful lines in his face stayed rigid
and unchanged under the smiles.

Sally, however, had not much discernment, and little of
the sensitiveness of temperament which takes impressions
of coming evil. She soon recovered her spirits, and was
unusually merry, for her, the whale evening, making, out of
the excess of her innocence and happiness, several little
jokes, which made Jake laugh loyally, and set his stricken
face harder the next minute.

In the course of the evening he took out his pocket-book
and displayed his money, and counted it jokingly. Then
he spoke, in a careless, casual manner, of a certain sum he
had deposited in a country bank, and how, if he were taken
sick and needed it, Sally could draw it out as well as he.
Then he spoke of the value of his stock in trade and horse
and cart. When they went to bed that night he had told
his wife, without her suspecting he was telling her, all about
his affairs.

She fell asleep as easily as a child. Jake lay rigid and
motionless till he had listened an hour to her regular breath-
ing. Then he rose softly, lighted a candle, which he shaded
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from her face, and sat down at a little table with a pen
and paper. He wrote painfully, with cramped muscles, his
head bent on one side, following every movement of his
pen, yet with a confident steadiness which seemed to show
that all the subject-matter had been learned by heart before-
hand. Then he folded the paper carefully around a little
book which he took from his pocket, and approached the
bed, keeping his face turned away from his sleeping wife.
He laid the little package on his vacant pillow, still keep-
ing his face aside.

Then he got into his clothes quickly, his head turned per-
sistently from the bed, and opened the door softly, and went
out, never once looking back.

When Sally awoke the next morning she found her
husband gone, and the little package on the pillow. She
opened it, more curious than frightened. There was a note
folded around a bank-book. Sally spelled out the note la-
boriously, with whitening lips and dilating eyes. It was a
singular composition, its deep feeling pricking through its
illiterate stiffness.

“DEeAR WIFE,—I’ve got to go and leve you. It’s the only way. Ef
I kin ever come back, I will. I told you bout my bizness last night.
You'd better drive the cart to Derby to that Mister Arms I told you
bout, an’ he’ll help you sell it an’ the hoss. Tell him your husband had
to go away, an’ left them orders. I’ve left you my bank-book, so you
can git the money out of the bank the way I told you, an’ my watch an’
pocket-book is under the pillow. I left you all the money, cept what
little I couldn’t git long without. You'd better git boarded somewhar
in Derby. You’'ll hev enough money to keep you awhile, an’ I’ll send
you some more when thet’s gone, ef I hev to work my fingers to the
bone. Don’t ye go to worryin’ an’ workin’ hard. An’ bear up. Don’t
forgit thet you promised me to bear up. When you gits to feelin’ awful
bad, an’ you will, jest say it over to yourself—¢ He told me to bear up,
an’ I said as I would bear up.’ Scuse poor writin’ an’ a bad pen.

“Yours till death, JAkE RusseLL.”
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When Sally had read the letter quite through, she sat
still a few minutes on the edge of the bed, her lean, round-
shouldered figure showing painfully through her clinging
night-dress, her eyes staring straight before her.

Then she rose, dressed herself, put the bank-book, with
the letter folded around it, and her husband’s pocket-book,
in her bosom, and went down-stairs quietly. Just before
she went out her room door she paused with her hand on
the latch, and muttered to herself, ¢ He told me to bear up,
an’ I said as I would bear up.”

She sought the landlord to pay her bill, and found that
it was already paid, and that her recreant husband had
smoothed over matters in one direction for her by telling
the landlord that he was called away on urgent business,
and that his wife was to take the tin-cart next morning, and
meet him at a certain point.

So she drove away on her tin-cart in solitary state with-
out exciting any of the wondering comments which would
have been agony to her. '

When she gathered up the lines and went rattling down
the country road, if ever there was a zealous disciple of a
new religion, she was one. Her prophet was her raw-boned
peddler husband, and her creed and whole confession of
faith his parting words to her.

She did not take the road to Derby ; she had made up
her mind about that as she sat on the edge of the bed after
reading the letter. She drove straight along the originally
prescribed route, stopping at the farmhouses, taking rags
and selling tin, just as she had seen her husband do. There
were much astonishment and many curious questions among
her customers. A woman running a tin-cart was an un-
precedented spectacle, but she explained matters, with meek
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dignity, to all who questioned her. Her husband had gone
away, and she was to attend to his customers until he should
return. She could not always quite allay the suspicion that
there must needs be something wrong, but she managed the
trading satisfactorily, and gave good bargains, and so went
on her way unmolested. But not a farmyard did she enter
or leave without the words sounding in her beating little
heart, like a strong, encouraging chant, “ He told me to
bear up, an’ I said as I would bear up.”

When her stock ran low, she drove to Derby to replenish
it. Here she had opposition from the dealers, but her al-
most abnormal persistence overcame it.

She showed Jake’s letter to Mr. Arms, the tin-dealer with
whom she traded, and he urged her to take up with the ad-
vice in it, promising her a good bargain ; but she was reso-
lute.

Soon she found that she was doing as well as her hus-
band had .done, if not better. Her customers, after they
had grown used to the novelty of a tinwoman, instead of a
tinman, liked her. In addition to the regular stock, she
carried various little notions needed frequently by house-
wives, such as pins, needles, thread, etc.

She oftener stayed at a farmhouse overnight than a tav-
ern, and frequently stopped over at one a few days in severe
weather.

After her trip to Derby she always carried a little pistol,
probably more to guard Jake’s watch and property than
herself.

Whatever money she did not absolutely require for cur-
rent expenses went to swell Jake’s little hoard in the Derby
bank. During the three years she kept up her lonely trav-
elling little remittances came directed to her from time to



A HUMBLE ROMANCE., 21

time, in the care of Mr. Arms. When one came, Sally cried
pitifully, and put it into the bank with the rest.

She never gave up expecting her husband. She never
woke up one morning without the hope in her heart that
he would come that day. Every golden dawn showed a
fair possibility to her, and so did every red sunset. She
scanned every distant, approaching figure in the sweet coun-
try roads with the half conviction in her heart that it was
he, and when nearness dispelled the illusion, her heart
bounded bravely back from its momentary sinking, and she
looked ahead for another traveller.

Still he did not come for three years from the spring he
went away. Except through the money remittances, which
gave no clew but the New York postmark on the envelope,
she had not heard from him.

One June afternoon she, a poor lonely pilgrim, now with-
out her beloved swain, driving through her old Arcadian soli-
tudes, whose enchanted meaning was lost to her, heard a
voice from behind calling to her, above the jangling of tin,
“Sally! Sally! Sally!”

She turned, and there he was, running after her. She
turned her head quickly, and, stopping the horse, sat per-
fectly still, her breath almost gone with suspense. She did
not dare look again for fear she had not seen aright.

The hurrying steps came nearer and nearer ; she looked
when they came abreast the cart. It was he. It always
seemed to her that she would have died if it had not been,
that time,

“Jake! Jake!”

“Oh, Sally!”

He was up on the seat before she could breathe again,
and his arms around her.
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“Jake, I did—bear up—I did.”

“1 know you did, little un. Mr. Arms told me all about
it. Oh, you dear little un, you poor little un, a-drivin’ round
on this cart all alone !”

Jake laid his cheek against Sally’s and sobbed.

“Don’t cry, Jake. I've airned money, I hev, an’ it’s in
the bank for you.”

“Oh, you blessed little un! Sally, they said hard things
’bout me to you in Derby, didn’t they ”

She started violently at that. There was one thing which
had been said to her in Derby, and the memory of it had
been a repressed terror ever since.

“Yes: they said as how you’d run off with—another
woman.”

“What did you say?”

“I didn’t believe it.”

“I did, Sally.”

“Well, you’ve come back.”

“ Afore I merried you I’d been merried afore. By all
that’s good an’ great, little un, I thought my wife was dead.
Her folks said she was. When I come home from peddlin’
one time, she was gone, an’ they said she was off on a visit.
I found out in a few weeks she’d run off with another fel-
low. I went off peddlin’ agin without carin’ much what be-
come of me. ’Bout a year arterwards I saw her death in a
paper, an’ I wrote to her folks, an’ they said ’twas true.
They were a bad lot, the whole of ’em. I got took in. But
she had a mighty pretty face, an’ a tongue like honey, an’ I
s’'pose I was green. Three year ago, when I went into
that ’ere tavern in Grover, thar she was in the kitchin a-
cookin’. The fellow she run off with had left her, an’ she’d
been trying to hunt me up. She was awful poor, an’ had ~
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come across this place an’ took it. She was allers a good
cook, an’ she suited the customers fust-rate. I guess they
liked to see her pretty face 'round too, confound her!

“Well, little un, she knew me right off, an’ hung on to
me, an’ cried, an’ begged me to forgive her ; and when she
spied you a-settin’ thar on the cart, she tore. I hed to hold
her to keep her from goin’ out an’ tellin’ you the whole
story. I thought you'd die ef she did. I didn’t know then
how you could bear up, little un. £/ you ’ain’t got back-
bone I”

“Jake, I did bear up.”

“I know you did, you blessed little cretur. Well, she said
ef I didn’t leave you, an’ go with her, she’d expose me. As
soon as she found she’d got the weapons in her own hands,
an’ could hev me up for bigamy, she didn’t cry so much, an’
wa’n’t quite so humble,

“Well, little un, then I run off an’ left you. I couldn’t
stay with you ef you wa’n’t my wife, an’ ’twas all the way to
stop her tongue. I met her that night, an’ we went to New
York. I got lodgin’s for her; then I went to work in a
box factory, an’ supported her. I never went nigh her from
one week’s end to the other; I couldn’t do it without hevin’
murder in my heart ; but I kep’ her in money. Every scrap
I could save I sent to you, but I used to lay awake nights,
worryin’ for fear you’d want things. Well, it’s all over. She
died a month ago, an’ I saw her buried.”

“J knowed she was dead when you begun to tell about
her, because you’d come.”

“Yes, she’s dead this time, an’ I’'m glad. Don’t you look
scared, little un. I hope the Lord 'll forgive me, but /’m
glad. She was a bad un, you know, Sally.”

“Was she sorry?”
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“I don’ know, little un.”

Sally’s head was resting peacefully on Jake’s shoulder;
golden flecks of light sifted down on them through the rus-
tling maple and locust boughs ; the horse, with bent head,
was cropping the tender young grass at the side of the road.

“Now we’ll start up the horse, an’ go to Derby an’ git
merried over agin, Sally.”

She raised her head suddenly, and looked up at him
with eager eyes.

{3 Jake."

“Well, little un?”

“Oh, Jake, my blue silk dress an’ the white bonnet is in
the trunk in the cart jest the same, an’ I can git ’em out, an’
put ’em on under the trees thar, an’ wear ’em to be married
inl?



TWO OLD LOVERS.

LEevDEN was emphatically a village of cottages, and each
of them built after one of two patterns: either the front
door was on the right side, in the corner of a little piazza
extending a third of the length of the house, with the main
roof jutting over it, or the piazza stretched across the front,
and the door was in the centre.

The cottages were painted uniformly white, and had
blinds of a bright spring-green color. There was a little
flower-garden in front of each ; the beds were laid out artis-
tically in triangles, hearts, and rounds, and edged with
box ; boys’-love, sweet-williams, and pinks were the fash-
ionable and prevailing flowers.

There was a general air of cheerful though humble pros-
perity about the place, which it owed, and indeed its very
existence also, to the three old weather-beaten boot-and-
shoe factories which arose stanchly and importantly in the
very midst of the natty little white cottages.

Years before, when one Hiram Strong put up his three
factories for the manufacture of the rough shoe which the
working-man of America wears, he hardly thought he was
also gaining for himself the honor of founding Leyden.
He chose the site for his buildings mainly because they
would be easily accessible to the railway which stretched
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to the city, sixty miles distant. At first the workmen came
on the cars from the neighboring towns, but after a while
they became tired of that, and one after another built for
himself a cottage, and established his family and his house-
hold belongings near the scene of his daily labors. So
gradually Leyden grew. A built his cottage like C, and
B built his like D. They painted them white, and hung
the green blinds, and laid out their flower-beds in front and
their vegetable-beds at the back. By and by came a church
and a store and a post-office to pass, and Leyden was a
full-fledged town.

That was a long time ago. The shoe-factories had long
passed out of the hands of Hiram Strong’s heirs ; he him-
self was only a memory on the earth. The business was
not quite as wide-awake and vigorous as when in its first
youth ; it droned a little now ; there was not quite so much
bustle and hurry as formerly. The factories were never
lighted up of an evening on account of overwork, and the
workmen found plenty of time for pleasant and salutary
gossip over their cutting and pegging. But this did not
detract in the least from the general cheerfulness and pros-
perity of Leyden. The inhabitants still had all the work
they needed to supply the means necessary for their small
comforts, and they were contented. They too had begun
to drone a little like the factories. “As slow as Leyden”
was the saying among the faster-going towns adjoining
theirs. Every morning at seven the old men, young men,
and boys, in their calico shirt-sleeves, their faces a little
pale—perhaps from their in-door life—filed unquestioningly
out of the back doors of the white cottages, treading still
deeper the well-worn foot-paths stretching around the sides
of the houses, and entered the factories. They were great,
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ugly wooden buildings, with wings which they had grown
in their youth jutting clumsily from their lumbering shoul-
ders. Their outer walls were black and grimy, streaked
and splashed and patched with red paint in every variety
of shade, accordingly as the original hue was tempered
with smoke or the beatings of the storms of many years.

The men worked peacefully and evenly in the shoe-shops
Call day; and the women stayed at home and kept the lit-
tle white cottages tidy, cooked the meals, and washed the
clothes, and did the sewing. For recreation the men sat
on the piazza in front of Barker’s store of an evening, and
gossiped or discussed politics ; and the women talked over
their neighbors’ fences, or took their sewing into their
neighbors’ of an afternoon.

People died in Leyden as elsewhere ; and here and there
was a little white cottage whose narrow foot-path lead-
ing round to its back door its master would never tread
again.

In one of these lived Widow Martha Brewster and her
daughter Maria. Their cottage was one of those which
had its piazza across the front. Every summer they trained
morning-glories over it, and planted their little garden
with the flower-seeds popular in Leyden. There was not
a cottage in the whole place whose surroundings were
neater and gayer than theirs, for all they were only two
women, and two old women at that; for Widow Mar-
tha Brewster was in the neighborhood of eighty, and her
daughter, Maria Brewster, near sixty. The two had lived
alone since Jacob Brewster died and stopped going to
the factory, some fifteen years ago. He had left them
this particular white cottage, and a snug little sum in the
savings - bank besides, for the whole Brewster family had
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worked and economized all their long lives. The women
had corded boots at home, while the man had worked in
the shop, and never spent a cent without thinking of it
overnight.

Leyden folks all thought that David Emmons would
marry Maria Brewster when her father died. “David can
rent his house, and go to live with Maria and her mother,”
said they, with an affectionate readiness to arrange matters
for them. But he did not. Every Sunday night at eight
o’clock punctually, the form of David Emmons, arrayed in
his best clothes, with his stiff white dickey, and a nosegay
in his button-hole, was seen to advance up the road towards
Maria Brewster’s, as he had been seen to advance every
Sunday night for the last twenty-five years, but that was
all. He manifested not the slightest intention of carry-
ing out people’s judicious plans for his welfare and Ma-
ria’s,

She did not seem to pine with hope deferred ; people
could not honestly think there was any occasion to pity
her for her lover’s tardiness. A cheerier woman never
lived. She was literally bubbling over with jollity. Round-
faced and black-eyed, with a funny little bounce of her
whole body when she walked, she was the merry feature
of the whole place. )

Her mother was now too feeble, but Maria still corded
boots for the factories as of old. David Emmons, who was
quite sixty, worked in them, as he had from his youth. He
was a slender, mild-faced old man, with a fringe of gray
yellow beard around his chin; his head was quite bald.
Years ago he had been handsome, they said, but somehow
people had always laughed at him a little, although they
all liked him. “The slowest of all the slow Leydenites”
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outsiders called him, and even the “slow Leydenites”
poked fun at this exaggeration of themselves. It was an
old and well-worn remark that it took David Emmons an
hour to go courting, and that he was always obliged to
leave his own home at seven in order to reach Maria’s at
eight, and there was a standing joke that the meeting-house
passed him one morning on his way to the shop.

David heard the chaffing of course—there is very little
delicacy in matters of this kind among country people—
but he took it all in good part. He would laugh at him-
self with the rest, but there was something touching in his
deprecatory way of saying sometimes, “ Well, I don’t know
how ’tis, but it don’t seem to be in my natur’ to do any
other way. I suppose I was born without the faculty of
gittin’ along quick in this world. You’ll have to git be-
hind and push me a leetle, I reckon.”

He owned his little cottage, which was.one of the kind
which had the piazza on the right side. He lived entirely
alone. There was a half-acre or so of land beside his
house, which he used for a vegetable garden. After and
before shop hours, in the dewy evenings and mornings, he
dug and weeded assiduously between the green ranks of
corn and beans. If David Emmons was slow, his vegeta-
bles were not. None of the gardens in Leyden surpassed
his in luxuriant growth. His corn tasselled out and his
potato patch was white with blossoms as soon as anybody’s.

He was almost a vegetarian in his diet ; the products of
his gardea spot were his staple articles of food. Early in
the morning would the gentle old bachelor set his pot of
green things boiling, and dine gratefully at noon, like mild
Robert Herrick, on pulse and herbs. His garden supplied
also his sweetheart and her mother with all the vegetbles

3
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they could use. Many times in the course of a week could
David have been seen slowly moving towards the Brewster
cottage with a basket on his arm well stocked with the ma-
terials for an innocent and delicious repast.

But Maria was not to be outdone by her old lover in
kindly deeds. Not a Saturday but a goodly share of her
weekly baking was deposited, neatly covered with a white
crash towel, on David’s little kitchen table. The surrepti-
tious air with which the back-door key was taken from its
hiding-place (which she well knew) under the kitchen blind,
the door unlocked and entered, and the good things depos-
ited, was charming, although highly ineffectual. ¢ There
goes Maria with David’s baking,” said the women, peering
out of their windows as she bounced, rather more gently
and cautiously than usual, down the street. And David
himself knew well the ministering angel to whom these
benefits were due when he lifted the towel and discovered
with tearful eyes the brown loaves and flaky pies—the
proofs of his Maria’s love and culinary skill.

Among the younger and more irrevent portions of the
community there was considerable speculation as to the
mode of courtship of these old lovers of twenty-five years’
standing. Was there ever a kiss, a tender clasp of the
hand, those usual expressions of affection between sweet-
hearts?

Some of the more daring spirits had even gone so far as
to commit the manifest impropriety of peeping in Maria’s
parlor windows ; but they had only seen David sitting quiet
and prim on the little slippery horse-hair sofa, and Maria
by the table, rocking slowly in her little cane-seated rocker.
Did Maria ever leave her rocker and sit on that slippery
horse-hair sofa by David’s side? They never knew ; but
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she never did. There was something laughable, and at
the same time rather pathetic, about Maria and David’s
courting. All the outward appurtenances of “keeping com-
pany” were as rigidly observed as they had been twenty-
five years ago, when David Emmons first cast his mild blue
eyes shyly and lovingly on red-cheeked, quick-spoken Maria
Brewster. Every Sunday evening, in the winter, there was
a fire kindled in the parlor, the parlor lamp was lit at dusk
all the year round, and Maria’s mother retired early, that
the young people might “sit up.” The “sitting up” was
no very formidable affair now, whatever it might have been
in the first stages of the courtship. The need of sleep over-
balanced sentiment in those old lovers, and by ten o’clock
at the latest Maria’s lamp was out, and David had wended
his solitary way to his own home.

Leyden people bhad a great curiosity to know if David
had ever actually popped the question to Maria, or if his
natural slowness was at fault in this as in other things.
Their curiosity had been long exercised in vain, but Widow
Brewster, as she waxed older, grew loquacious, and one
day told a neighbor, who had called in her daughter’s
absence, that “David had never reely come to the p’int.
She supposed he would some time ; for her part, she thought
he had better ; but then, after all, she knowed Maria didn’t
care, and maybe ’twas jest as well as ’twas, only sometimes
she was afeard she should never live to see the weddin’ if
they wasn’t spry.” Then there had been hints concerning
a certain pearl-colored silk which Maria, having a good
chance to get at a bargain, had purchased some twenty
years ago, when she thought, from sundry remarks, that
David was coming to the point ; and it was further inti-
mated that the silk had been privately made up ten years
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since, when Maria had again surmised that the point was
about being reached. The neighbor went home in a state
of great delight, having by skilful manceuvring actually ob-
tained a glimpse of the pearl-colored silk.

It was perfectly true that Maria did not lay David’s tardi-
ness in putting the important question very much to heart.
She was too cheerful, too busy, and too much interested in
her daily duties to fret much about anything. There was
never at any time much of the sentimental element in her
composition, and her feeling for David was eminently prac-
tical in its nature. She, although the woman, had the
stronger character of the two, and there was something
rather mother-like than lover-like in her affection for him.
It was through the protecting care which chiefly character-
ized her love that the only pain to her came from their long
courtship and postponement of marriage. It was true that,
years ago, when David had led her to think, from certain
hesitating words spoken at parting one Sunday night, that
he would certainly ask the momentous question soon, her
heart had gone into a happy flutter. She had bought the
pearl-colored silk then.

Years after, her heart had fluttered again, but a little less
wildly this time. David almost asked her another Sunday
night. Then she had made up the pearl-colored silk. She
used to go and look at it fondly and admiringly from time
to time ; once in a while she would try it on and survey
herself in the glass, and imagine herself David’s bride—a
faded bride, but a happy and a beloved one.

She looked at the dress occasionally now, but a little
sadly, as the conviction that she should never wear it was
forcing itself upon her more and more. But the sadness
was always more for David’s sake than her own. She saw
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him growing an old man, and the lonely, uncared-for life
that he led filled her heart with tender pity and sorrow for
him. She did not confine her kind offices to the Saturday
baking. Every week his little house was tidied and set to
rights, and his mending looked after.

Once, on a Sunday night, when she spied a rip in his
coat, that had grown long from the want of womanly fingers
constantly at hand, she had a good cry after he had left
and she had gone into her room. There was something
more pitiful to her, something that touched her heart more
deeply, in that rip in her lover’s Sunday coat than in all
her long years of waiting.

As the years went on, it was sometimes with a sad heart
that Maria stood and watched the poor lonely old figure
moving slower than ever down the street to his lonely home ;
but the heart was sad for him always, and never for herself.
She used to wonder at him a little sometimes, though al-
ways with the most loyal tenderness, that he should choose
to lead the solitary, cheerless life that he did, to go back
to his dark, voiceless home, when he might be so sheltered
and cared for in his old age. She firmly believed that it
was only owing to her lover’s incorrigible slowness, in this
as in everything else. She never doubted for an instant
that he loved her. Some women might have tried hasten-
ing matters a little themselves, but Maria, with the delicacy
which is sometimes more inherent in a steady, practical
nature like hers than in a more ardent one, would have lost
her self-respect forever if she had done such a thing.

So she lived cheerfully along, corded her boots, though
her fingers were getting stiff, humored her mother, who was
getting feebler and more childish every year, and did the
best she could for her poor, foolish old lover.
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When David was seventy, and she sixty-eight, she gave
away the pearl-colored silk to a cousin’s daughter who was
going to be married. The girl was young and pretty and
happy, but she was poor, and the silk would make over into
a grander wedding dress for her than she could hope to
obtain in any other way.

Poor old Maria smoothed the lustrous folds fondly with
her withered hands before sending it away, and cried a
little, with a patient pity for David and herself. But when
a tear splashed directly on to the shining surface of the
silk, she stopped crying at once, and her sorrowful expres-
sion changed into one of careful scrutiny as she wiped the
salt drop away with her handkerchief, and held the dress
up to the light to be sure that it was not spotted. A prac-
tical nature like Maria’s is sometimes a great boon to its
possessor. It is doubtful if anything else can dry a tear
as quickly. i

Somehow Maria always felt a little differently towards
David after she had given away her wedding dress. There
had always been a little tinge of consciousness in her man-
ner towards him, a little reserve and caution before people.
But after the wedding dress had gone, all question of mar-
riage had disappeared so entirely from her mind, that the
delicate considerations born of it vanished. She was un-
commonly hale and hearty for a woman of her age ; there
was apparently much more than two years’ difference be-
tween her and her lover. It was not only the Saturday’s
bread and pie that she carried now and deposited on Da-
vid’s little kitchen table, but, openly and boldly, not caring
who should see her, many a warm dinner. Every day,
after her own house-work was done, David’s house was set
to rights. He should have all the comforts he needed in
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his last years, she determined. That they were his last
years was evident. He coughed, and now walked so slowly
from feebleness and weakness that it was a matter of doubt

- to observers whether he could reach Maria Brewster’s be-
fore Monday evening.

One Sunday night he stayed a little longer than usual—
the clock struck ten before he started. Then he rose, and
said, as he had done every Sunday evening for so many
years, “ Well, Maria, I guess it's about time for me to be
gOlﬂ’ ”

She helped him on with his coat, and tied on his tippet.
Contrary to his usual habit he stood in the door, and hesi-
tated a minute—there seemed to be something he wanted
to say.

“ Maria.”

“Well, David ?”

“I’'m gittin’ to be an old man, you know, an’ I've allus
been slow-goin’ ; I couldn’t seem to help it. There has been
a good many things I haven’t got around to.” The old
cracked voice quavered painfully.

“Yes, I know, David, all about it ; you couldn’t help it.
I wouldn’t worry a bit about it if I were you.”

“You don’t lay up anything agin me, Maria?”

“No, David.”

“ Good-night, Maria.”

“ Good-night, David. I will fetch you over some boiled
dinner to-morrow.”

She held the lamp at the door till the patient, tottering
old figure was out of sight. She had to wipe the tears from
her spectacles in order to see to read her Bible when she
went in.

Next morning she was hurrying up her housework to ¢o

P T
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over to David’s—somehow she felt a little anxious about
him this morning—when there came a loud knock at her
door. When she opened it, a boy stood there, panting for
breath ; he was David’s next neighbor’s son.

“Mr. Emmons is sick,” he said, “ an’ wants you. I was
goin’ for milk, when he rapped on the window. Father an’
mother’s in thar, an’ the doctor. Mother said, tell you to
hurry.”

The news had spread rapidly; people knew what it meant
when they saw Maria hurrying down the street, without her
bonnet, her gray hair flying. One woman cried when she
saw her. “Poor thing!” she sobbed, “poor thing!”

A crowd was around David’s cottage when Maria reached
it. She went straight in through the kitchen to his little
bedroom, and up to his side. The doctor was in the room,
and several neighbors. When he saw Maria, poor old Da-
vid held out his hand to her and smiled feebly. Then he
looked imploringly at the doctor, then at the others in the
room. The doctor understood, and said a word to them,
and they filed silently out. Then he turned to Maria.
“Be quick,” he whispered.

She leaned over him. ¢ Dear David,” she said, her
wrinkled face quivering, her gray hair straying over her
cheeks.

He looked up at her with a strange wonder in his glazing
eyes. ‘Maria”—a thin, husky voice, that was more like
a wind through dry corn-stalks, said—* Maria, I'm—dyin’,
an’—TI allers meant to—have asked you—to—marry me.”
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IT was quite late in the evening, dark and rainy, when I
arrived, and I suppose the first object in Ware, cutside of
my immediate personal surroundings, which arrested my
attention was the Munson house. When I looked out of
my window the next morning it loomed up directly oppo-
site, across the road, dark and moist from the rain of the
night before. There were so many elm-trees in front of it
and in front of the house I was in, that the little pools of
rain-water, still standing in the road here and there, did not
glisten and shine at all, although the sun was bright and
quite high. The house itself stood back far enough to al-
low of a good square yard in front, and was raised from
the street-level the height of a face-wall. Three or four
steps led up to the front walk. On each side of the steps,
growing near the edge of the wall, was an enormous lilac-
tree in full blossom. I could see them tossing their purple
clusters between the elm branches: there was quite a wind
blowing that morning. A hedge of lilacs, kept low by
constant cropping, began at the blooming lilac-trees, and
reached around the rest of the yard, at the top of the face-
wall. The yard was gay with flowers, laid out in fantastic
little beds, all bordered trimly with box. The house was
one of those square, solid, white-painted, green-blinded edi-
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fices which marked the wealth and importance of the
dweller therein a half-century or so ago, and still cast a
dim halo of respect over his memory. It had no beauty
in itself, being boldly plain and glaring, like all of its kind ;
but the green waving boughs of the elms and lilacs and
the undulating shadows they cast toned it down, and gave
it an air of coolness and quiet and lovely reserve. I be-
gan to feel a sort of pleasant, idle curiosity concerning it
as I stood there at my chamber window, and after break-
fast, when I had gone into the sitting-room, whose front
windows also faced that way, I took occasion to ask my
hostess, who had come in with me, who lived there.

“Of course it is nobody I have ever seen or heard of,”
said I; “but I was looking at the house this morning, and
have taken a fancy to know.”

Mrs. Leonard gazed reflectively across at the house, and
then at me. It was an odd way she always had before
speaking.

“There’s a maiden lady lives there,” she answered, at
length, turning her gaze from me to' the house again, “all
alone ; that is, all alone except old Margaret. She’s al-
ways been in the family—ever since Caroline was a baby,
I guess: a faithful old creature as ever lived, but she’s
pretty feeble now. I reckon Caroline has to do pretty
much all the work, and I don’t suppose she’s much com-
pany, or much of anything but a care. There she comes
now.”

“Who ?” said I, feeling a little bewildered.

“ Why, Caroline—Caroline Munson.”

A slim, straight little woman, with a white pitcher in her
hand, was descending the stone steps between the bloom-
ing lilac-trees opposite. She had on a lilac-colored calico
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dress and a white apron. She wore no hat or bonnet, and
her gray hair seemed to be arranged in a cluster of soft
little curls at the top of her head. Her face, across the
street, looked like that of a woman of forty, fair and pleas-
ing.

“She’s going down to Mrs. Barnes’s after milk,” Mrs.
Leonard explained. “She always goes herself, every
. morning just about this time. She never sends old Mar-
garet; I reckon she ain’t fit to go. I guess she can do
some things about the house, but when it comes to travel-
ling outside Caroline has to do it herself.”

Then Mrs. Leonard was called into the kitchen, and I
thought over the information, at once vague and definite, I
had received, and watched Miss Caroline Munson walk
down the shady street. She had a pretty, gentle gait.

About a week later I received an invitation to take tea
with her. I was probably never more surprised in my
life, as I had not the slightest acquaintance with her. I
had sometimes happened to watch her morning pilgrim-
ages down the street after milk, and occasionally had ob-
served her working over her flower-beds in her front yard.
That was all, so far as I was concerned ; and I did not sup-
pose she knew there was such a person as myself in exist-
ence. But Mrs. Leonard, who was also bidden, explained
it.

“It’s Caroline’s way,” said she. “She’s always had a
sort of mania for asking folks to tea. Why, I reckon
there’s hardly a fortnight, on an average, the year round,
but what she invites somebody or other to tea. I suppose
she gets kind of dull, and there’s a little excitement about
it, getting ready for company. Anyhow, she must like it,
or she wouldn’t ask people. She probably has heard you



40 A SYMPHONY IN LAVENDER.

were going to board here this summer—Ware’s a little
place you know, and folks hear everything about each
other—and thought she would invite you over with me.
You had better go; you'll enjoy it. It’s a nice place to
go to, and she’s a beautiful cook, or Margaret is ; I don’t
know which does the cooking, but I guess they both have
a hand in it. Anyhow, you’ll have a pleasant time. We'll
take our sewing, and go early—by three o’clock. That’s
the way people go out to take tea in Ware.”

So the next afternoon, at three o’clock, Mrs. Leonard
and T sallied across the street to Miss Caroline Munson’s,
She met us at the door, in response to a tap of the old-
fashioned knocker. Her manner of greeting us was charm-
ing from its very quaintness. She hardly said three words,
but showed at the same time a simple courtesy and a
pleased shyness, like a child overcome with the delight of
a tea-party in her honor. She ushered us into a beautiful
old parlor on the right of the hall, and we seated ourselves
with our sewing. The conversation was not very brisk nor
very general so far as I was concerned. There was scarce-
ly any topic of common interest to the three of us, proba-
bly. Mrs. Leonard was one of those women who converse
only of matters pertaining to themselves or their own cir-
cle of acquaintances, and seldom digress. Miss Munson
I could not judge of as to conversational habits, of course ;
she seemed now to be merely listening with a sort of gentle
interest, scarcely saying a word herself, to Mrs. Leonard’s
remarks. I was a total stranger to Ware and Ware peo-
ple, and consequently could neither talk nor listen to much
purpose.

But I was interested in observing Miss Munson. She
was a nice person to observe, for if she was conscious of
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being an object of scrutiny, she did not show it. Her eyes
never flashed up and met mine fixed upon her, with a sud-
denness startling and embarrassing to both of us. I could
stare at her as guilelessly and properly as I could at a
flower.

Indeed, Miss Munson did make me think of a flower,
and of one prevalent in her front yard, too—a lilac : there
was that same dull bloom about her, and a shy, antiquated
grace. A lilac always does seem a little older than some
other flowers. Miss Munson, I could now see, was proba-
bly nearer fifty than forty. There were little lines and shad-
ows in her face that one could not discern across the
street. It seemed to me that she must have been very
lovely in her youth, with that sort of loveliness which does
not demand attention, but holds it with no effort. An ex-
quisite, delicate young creature, she ought to have been,
and had been, unless her present appearance told lies.

Lilac seemed to be her favorite color for gowns, for she
wore that afternoon a delicious old-fashioned lilac muslin
that looked as if it had been laid away in lavender every
winter for the last thirty years. The waist was cut surplice
fashion, and she wore a dainty lace handkerchief tucked into
it. Take it altogether, I suppose I never spent a pleasant-
er afternoon in my life, although it was pleasant in a quiet,
uneventful sort of a way. There was an atmosphere of
gentle grace and comfort about everything: about Miss
Munson, about the room, and about the lookout from the
high, deep-seated windows. There was not one vivid tint
in that parlor ; everything had the dimness of age over it.
All the brightness was gone out of the carpet. Large,
shadowy figures sprawled over the floor, their indistinct-
ness giving them the suggestion of grace, and the polish on
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the mahogany furniture was too dull to reflect the light. The
gilded scrolls on the wall-paper no longer shone, and over
some of the old engravings on the walls a half-transparent
film that looked like mist had spread. Outside, a cool
green shadow lay over the garden, and soft, lazy puffs of
lilac-scented air came in at the windows. Oh, it was all
lovely, and it was so little trouble to enjoy it.

I liked, too, the tea which came later. The dining-room
was as charming in its way as the parlor, large and dark
and solid, with some beautiful quaint pieces of furniture in
it. The china was pink and gold ; and I fancied to my-
self that Miss Munson’s grandmother had spun the table-
linen, and put it away in a big chest, with rose leaves be-
tween the folds. I do believe the surroundings and the
circumstances imparted a subtle flavor to everything I
tasted, which gave rise to something higher than mere
gustatory delight, or maybe it was my mood ; but it cer-
tainly seemed to me that I had never before enjoyed a tea
so much.

After that day, Miss Munson and I became very well ac-
quainted. I got into the habit of running over there very
often ; she seldom came to see me. It was tacitly under-
stood between us that it was pleasanter for me to do the
visiting.

I do not know how she felt towards me—I think she
liked me—but I began to feel an exceeding, even a loving,
interest in her., All that I could think of sometimes, when
with her, was a person walking in a garden and getting
continually delicious little sniffs of violets, so that he cer-
tainly knew they were near him, although they were hidden
somewhere under the leaves, and he could not see them.
There would not be a day that Miss Munson would not
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say things that were so many little hints of a rare sweet-
ness and beauty of nature, which her shyness and quietness
did not let appear all at once.

She was rather chary always of giving very broad glimpses
of herself. I was always more or less puzzled and evaded
by her, though she was evidently a sincere, childlike wom-
an, with a liking for simple pleasures. She took genuine
delight in picking a little bunch of flowers in her garden
for a neighbor, and in giving those little tea-parties. She
was religious in an innocent, unquestioning way, too. I
oftener than not found an open Bible near her when I came
in, and she talked about praying as simply as one would
about breathing.

But the day before I left Ware she told me a very pecul-
iar story, by which she displayed herself to me all at once
in a fuller light, although she revealed such a character
that I was, in one way, none the less puzzled. She and I
were sitting in her parlor. She was feeling sad about my
going, and perhaps that led her to confide in me. Any-
way, she looked up, suddenly, after a little silence.

“ Do you,” she said, “ believe in dreams ?”

“That is a question I can’t answer truthfully,” I replied,
laughing. “I don’t really know whether I believe in
dreams or not.”

“I don’t know either,” she said, slowly, and she shud-
dered a little. “I have a mind to tell you,” she went on,
“about a dream I had once, and about something that hap-
pened to me afterwards. I never did tell any one, and I
believe I would like to. That is, if you would like to have
me,” she asked, as timidly as a child afraid of giving trouble.

I assured her that I would, and, after a little pause, she

told me this:
!,
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I was about twenty-two,” she said, ‘ and father and moth-
er had been dead, one four, the other six years. I was liy-
ing alone here with Margaret, as I have ever since. Ihave
thought sometimes that it was my living alone so much,
and not going about with other girls more, that made me
dream as much as I did, but I don’tknow. I used always to
have a great many dreams, and some of them seemed as if
they must mean something ; but this particular one, in it-
self and in its effect on my after-life, was very singular.

It was in spring, and the lilacs were just in bloom, when
I dreamed it. I thought I was walking down the road
there under the elm-trees. I had on a lilac muslin gown, and
I carried a basket of flowers on my arm. They were mostly
white, or else the very faintest pink—Tlilies and roses. I had
gone down the street a little way, when I saw a young man
coming towards me. He had on a broad-brimmed soft hat and
a velvet coat, and carried something that looked odd under
his arm. When he came nearer I could see that he had a
handsome dark face, and that he was carrying an artist’s
easel. When he reached me he stopped and looked down
into my face and then at my basket of flowers. I stopped
too—I could not seem to help it in my dream—and gazed
down at the ground. I was afraid to look at him, and I
trembled so that the lilies and roses in my basket quiv-
ered.

Finally he spoke. ‘Won’t you give me one of your
flowers,” he said—*just one ?’

“1I gathered courage to glance up at him then, and when
his eyes met mine it did seem to me that I wanted to give
him one of those flowers more than anything else in the
world. I looked into my basket, and had my fingers
on the stem of the finest lily there, when something came
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whirring and fanning by my face and settled on my shoul-
der, and when I turned my head, with my heart beating
loud, there was a white dove.

“ But, somehow, I seemed in my dream to forget all about
the dove in a minute, and I looked away in the young man’s
face again, and lifted the lily from the basket as I did so.

“ But his face did not look to me as it did before, though
I still wanted to give him the lily just as much. I stood
still, gazing at him, for a moment ; there was, in my dream,
a sort of fascination over me which would not let me take
my eyes from him. As I gazed, his face changed more
and more to me, till finally—I cannot explain it—it looked
at once beautiful and repulsive. I wanted at once to give
him the lily and would have died rather than give it to
him, and I turned and fled, with my basket of flowers and
my dove on my shoulder, and a great horror of something,
I did not know what, in my heart. Then I woke up all of
a tremble.”

Miss Munson stopped. “What do you think of the
dream ?” she said, in a few minutes. “Do you think it pos-
sible that it could have had any especial significance, or
should you think it merely a sleeping vagary of a romantic,
imaginative girl?”

“I think that would depend entirely upon after-events,”
I answered ; “they might or might not prove its signifi-
cance.”

“Do you think so?” she said, eagerly. “Well, it seemed
to me that they did, but the worst of it has been I have
never been quite sure—never quite sure. But I will tell you,
and you shall judge. A year from the time I dreamed that
dream, I actually met that same young man one morning in
the street. I had on my lilac gown, and I held 2 sprig ot

4



- 46 A SYMPHONY IN LAVENDER.

lilac in my hand ; I had broken it off the bush as I came
along. He almost stopped for a second when he came up
to me, and looked down into my face. I was terribly
startled, for I recognized at once the man of my dream, and
I can’t tell you how horrible and uncanny it all seemed for
a minute. There was the same handsome dark face ; there
were the broad hat, and the velvet coat, and the easel un-
der the arm. Well, he passed on, and I did ; but I was in
a flutter all day, and his eyes seemed to be looking into
mine continually.

“A few days afterwards he called upon me with Mrs.
Graves, a lady who used to live in Ware and take boarders:
she moved away some years ago. I learned that he was
an artist. His name was—no, I will not tell you his name :
Ye is from your city, and well known. He had engaged
board with Mrs. Graves for the summer. After that there
was scarcely a day but I saw him. We were both entirely
free to seek each other’s society, and we were together a
great deal. He used to take me sketching with him, and
he would come here at all hours of the day as uncon-
cernedly as a brother might. He would sit beside me in
the parlor and watch me sew, and in the kitchen and watch
me cook. He was very boyish and unconventional in his
ways, and I used to think it charming. We soon grew to
care a great deal about each other, of course, although he
said nothing about it to me for a long time. I knew from
the first that I loved him dearly, but from the first there
was, as there was in my dream, a kind of horror of him
along with the love: it kept me from being entirely happy.
The night before he went away he spoke. We had been
to walk, and were standing here at my door. He asked
me to marry him. I looked up in his face, and felt just as
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I did in my dream about giving him the flower, when all of
a sudden his face looked different to me, just as it did in
the dream. I cannot explainit. It was as if I saw no
more of the kindness and the love in it, only something else
—evil—and the same horror came over me.

“I don’t know how I looked to him as I stood gazing
up at him, but he turned very pale, and started back. My
God ! Caroline,’ he said, ¢ what is it ?

“I don’t know what I said, but it must have expressed
my sudden repulsion very strongly ; for, after a few bitter
words, he left me,and I went into the house. I never saw
him again. I have seen his name in the papers, and that
is all.

“Now I want to know,” Miss Munson went on, “if you
think that my dream was really sent to me as a warning,
or that I fancied it all, and wrecked —no, I won’t say
wrecked—dulled the happiness of my whole life for a ner-
vous whim ?”

She looked questioningly at me, an expression at once
serious and pitiful on her delicate face. I hardly knew
what to say. It was obvious that I could form no correct
opinion unless I knew the man. I wondered if I did.
There was an artist of about the right age whom I thought
of. If he were the one—well, I think Miss Munson was right.

She saw that I hesitated. “Never mind,” she said, rising
with her usual quiet, gentle smile on her lips, “you don’t
know any more than I do, and I never shall know in this
world. All I hope is that it was what God meant, and not
what I imagined. We won’t talk any more about it. I
have liked to tell you, for some reason or other, that is all.
Now I am going to take you into the garden and pick your
last posy for you.”
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After I had gone down the stone steps with my hands
full of verbenas and pansies, I turned and looked up at her
standing so mild and sweet between the lilac-trees, and
said good-bye again. That was the last time I saw her.

The next summer when I came to Ware the blinds on
the front of the Munson house were all closed, and the lit-
tle flower-beds in the front yard were untended; only the
lilacs were in blossom, for they had the immortal spring for
their gardener.

“Miss Munson died last winter,” said Mrs. Leonard,
looking reflectively across the street. “She was laid out
in a lilac-colored cashmere gown; it was her request. She
always wore lilac, you know. Well” (with a sigh), “I do
believe that Caroline Munson, if she is an angel—and I
suppose she is—doesn’t look much more different from
what she did before than those lilacs over there do from
last year’s ones.”



A TARDY THANKSGIVING.

“YI s’PosE you air goin’ down to Hannah’s to spend
Thanksgivin’, Mis’ Muzzy ?”’

The old lady who asked the question was seated in Mrs.
Muzzy’s best hair- cloth rocking-chair, which had been
brought out of the parlor for the occasion. She had a mild,
tiny-featured old face, wore a false front of auburn hair,
and a black lace cap decorated with purple ribbons, and
was knitting—putting new heels into some blue yarn stock-
ings.

The answer she got to her question, delivered in her prim,
purring, company tone, made her jump nervously.

“No ; I ain’t goin’ a step—not if I know what I’m about.”

The words shot out of Mrs. Muzzy’s mouth as if each one
had had a charge of powder in its rear, and the speaker
went on jerking the stout thread viciously through the seam
she was sewing.

She was a squarely built woman, compactly fleshy. There
was a bright red color on each of her firm, round cheeks ;
there was not a vague line in her whole face ; her mouth
opened and shut unhesitatingly and fairly ; and she looked
out of her small brown eyes directly, with no circumlocution.

“Mebbe you air goin’ up to your brother Andrew’s then?”
ventured the old lady, feebly.
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“No, Mis’ Field, I ain’t a-goin’ to Andrew’s nuther, I
ain’t a-goin’ nowheres.”

“But,” purred the old lady, “ain’t you afeard you’ll be
awful lonesome? Lor’, I don’t know what I should do ef
it warn’t for Serrah an’ her childern on a Thanksgivin’-day.
To be sure, you ain’t got any childern an’ grandchildern to
go to, but thar’s your sister Hannah an’ hers, an’ Andrew an’
his, an’ it kinder seems as if brothers and sisters come next.”

“Thar ain’t no use talkin’,” said Mrs. Muzzy, in a loud,
clear-cut voice. “I ain’t a-goin’ to Hannah’s to Thanks-
givin’, an’ I ain’t a-goin’ to Andrew’s to Thanksgivin’, an’ I
ain’t agoin’ to hev any Thanksgivin’ to hum. I ain’t got
nothin’ to give thanks fur, as I see on. I s’pose ef I could
go to meetin’ Thanksgivin’ mornin’, an’ hear the sermon,
an’ then set down to turkey and plum-puddin,’ an’ be a-
thankin’ the Lord in my heart for lettin’ my husband fall
off* the scaffold in the barn an’ git killed last summer, an’
for lettin’ my daughter Charlotte die of a quick consump-
tion last spring, an’ my son John two year ago this fall, I
might keep Thanksgivin’ as well as other folks. ButI can't,
an’ I ain’t a-goin’ to purtend I do. Thar’s one thing about
it—I ain’t a hypocrite, an’ never was.”

“What air you a-goin’ to do, Mis’ Muzzy ?”

“Do!” Mrs. Muzzy sniffed. “Do! I'm a-goin to stay to
hum, an’—do my pig-work.”

The old lady’s small-featured countenance, from its very
mechanism, was incapable of expressing any very strong
emotion, but it took on now a look of gentle horror. She
dropped her knitting-work, and her dim blue eyes seemed
to take up the whole of her spectacles.

“Lor’ sakes, Mis’ Muzzy! Pig-work on Thanksgivin’-
day! I never heerd anything like it {”
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“I don’t keer. The pig-work has got to be done,an’ I
might jest as well do it Thanksgivin’-day as any other. I
feel enough sight more like it than eating turkey an’ plum-
puddin’, with all I’ve been through.”

“ Ain’t you a-goin’ to meetin’?”’

[{1 NO.”

“ Lor’ sakes |”

The old lady fell to knitting again in a mild daze. Mrs.
Muzzy would have been too much for her in her best days ;
now she almost reduced her to lunacy. Still, this old lady,
who was a neighbor, living about a quarter of a mile distant,
felt for her the attraction which weak natures often feel for
the strong. She was very fond of dropping in of an after-
noon with her knitting-work. There was not so much
difference in their ages as one might think at first, either,
although Mrs. Muzzy was so much younger-looking. Her
daughter, who had died the spring before, had been a school-
mate of Mrs. Field’s Sarah.

The old lady often accepted the invitation to stay and
take a cup of tea, but to-day she shortened her call a little.
The “pig-work” on Thanksgiving-day rankled in her
mind, and she wanted to go home and tell her daughter
Sarah.

After she had gone, Mrs. Muzzy went from the warm sit-
ting-room into ber cold, exquisitely neat kitchen, and kindled
a fire in the cooking-stove, and made herself a cup of tea.
Though she was living alone, every meal was prepared and
eaten with religious exactitude. She spread a white cloth
over the table, put on some slices of bread, a little dish of
quince sauce,and some custard-pie. Then she sat down
with a sort of defiant appetite.

She had finished her bread and sauce, and begun on her
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pie, when the kitchen - door, which led directly out-doors,
opened, and a girl of twenty or so walked in.

“ How d’ye do, Lizzie ?” said Mrs. Muzzy.

“Pretty well, Aunt Jane,” replied the girl, listlessly, and
she sank down in the nearest chair.

She was a tall, slender girl, with dun-colored hair. She
had delicate features, and would have been pretty if it had
not been for a pitiful droop at the corners of her mouth,
the dullness of her eyes, and the dark rings under them.

“ Hev some custard-pie ?”

“ No, thank you ; I am not hungry.”

“ Hev you eat any supper ?”

“I don’t know—yes, I think so—some bread and butter.”

“I saw young Allen go by here ’bout three o’clock, ridin’
with that Hammond girl,” remarked Mrs. Muzzy, eying her
niece sharply.

She only looked at her aunt in the same way she had
done before, with an expression of misery too helpless and
settled to be augmented.

“Yes,” she replied ; “I saw them.”

“She’s a pretty-looking gal. Her cheeks air as red as
roses, an’ she had on a handsome bunnit.”

{3 Yes'”

“It's quite a long time since he’s been to see you.”

(14 Yes.”

Never was such complete unresistance to a tormentor, if
tormentor she meant to be.

“Well, I wouldn’t mind anyhow, ef I was you,” said Mrs.
Muzzy, looking at the girl’s weary face, and changing her
tone a little. “Let him go ef he wants to. Jest show him
you don’t keer.”

The girl woke up a little at that. “ Show him I don’t
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care!” she cried, passionately. “He knows I care. It
would be a disgrace to me if I didn’t care, after I've been
going with him for three years, and he leaving me for a new
face. It’s no use pretending I don’t. I don’t see why folks
tell me to. My heart ought to be broken, and it is.”

“I’d hev more sperrit.”

“Would you? Well, I’'m made different, I suppose,” said
the girl ; and her face took on its listless expression again.

Her aunt finished her second cup of tea, and began to
clear away the table.

‘“Are you coming over to our house Thanksgiving, or
Uncle Andrews?” asked Lizzie, after a little, with some
faint appearance of interest.

“I ain’t a-goin’ nowheres ; I'm a-goin’ to stay to hum
an’ do my pig-work.”

“ Pig-work ?”

“Yes; I'm a-goin’ to hev ’em killed Tuesday.”

Her surprise made Lizzie for a minute look like another
girl. “But, Aunt Jane, why? I never heard of such a thing!
Pig-work on Thanksgiving-day !”’

Mrs. Muzzy braced herself up defiantly. “Look a-here,
Lizzie Munroe,” quoth she ; “you think you’re down as fur
as anybody kin be, because you’ve lost your beau. Well,
I've lost my husband, that I'd lived with forty year, an’
that was more than any beau, an’ I've lost my daughter,
both of ’em this year, an’ two year ago this fall my son John,
an’ I don’t see as I've got anything to be thankful for. I
ain’t a-goin’ to keep Thanksgivin’-day, an’ eat turkey an’
plum - puddin’. I feel enough sight more like doin’ pig-
work, an’ I’m a-goin’ to.”

The girl’s dull eyes seemed to catch a gleam from her
aunt’s. For a minute she looked strangely like her. Wxs.
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Muzzy’s passionate, defiant nature fired her niece’s more
unresisting, hopeless one.

“Well, Aunt Jane,” she said, in a tone like an echo of
her aunt’s, “ I don’t wonder you feel so. And—I don’t care
about eating turkey and plum-pudding either —I'll come
over and help you.”

Mrs. Muzzy looked startled for a minute. Perhaps her
own spirit reflected in another looked differently to her.

“Well, Lizzie, jest as you like,” she said then, “I’ll be
glad of your help; it’s consider’ble to do pig-work all alone,
an’ I've never been used to it ’—with a sigh.

“Well, I'll come, Aunt Jane.”

There was a long silence ; then the girl took her sad
face out of the door, and her aunt, having set away the last of
her tea things, went back into her warm sitting-room; the
kitchen fire was going out, and it was growing cold.

Thanksgiving morning, a week later, was gray and cloudy,
and the air felt like snow. Mrs. Muzzy’s kitchen was full
of steaming, glowing heat. She had two immense iron
kettles on her stove, and was busily cutting pork into small
square bits to try out.

Lizzie was there helping, too. She had come over early.
Her sad young face looked sadder this morning. The cold,
gray light brought out all the pitiful, drooping lines more
plainly. She had probably been weeping instead of sleep-
ing the night before. Her dun-colored hair was put back
plainly and neatly ; grief did not with her manifest itself in
untidiness, though she never crimped her hair now. Lizzie
looked like another girl with her hair crimped. Her dark
print fitted over her slender shoulders trimly, and she wore
a little white ruffle in the neck. She was cutting pork too ;
her wrists, though small, were muscular, and she worked
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steadily and effectively, though with a pathetic indifference.
Mrs. Muzzy’s firmly set face betrayed little of it, but she
really eyed her niece from time to time with furtive uneasi-
ness.

She had an inner consciousness, ever present to herself,
that her state of mind was highly culpable, but she under-
took the responsibility for herself with sullen defiance. It
was another thing, however, to be responsible for a similar
state in another. Lizzie, standing there, with her dull, hope-
less face, indefatigably cutting pork, seemed to her like the
visible fruit of her own rebellious nature.

“ Hev you seen Jenny Bostwick lately I’ asked she, with
a desperate determination to alter her niece’s expression.

“No,” replied Lizzie, slowly. “Joe hasn’t left her.
They're always together. I can’t bear to go there.”

“1 know,” said Mrs. Muzzy, with quick, sympathetic rec-
ognition of the feeling. “I felt that way after John died.
I couldn’t bear to go into Mis’ Mann’s, because there was
her Edward — she’d had him spared, an’ my boy’d been
taken.”

There was something startling in the frankness, almost
shamelessness, of the girl's avowal of envious misery, and
her aunt’s instantaneous sympathy with it. It was as if
their two natures were growing more and more into an evil
accord. '

About ten o'clock the front-door bell rang. “You go to
the door, Lizzie,” said Mrs. Muzzy ; “you look better'n I.”

Lizzie took off her apron, and went obediently. Time
was when the tinkle of a door-bell could make her tremble
all over, but she was calm enough now. It was six months
since George Allen had been to see her, and she had given
up all hope of his ever coming again.
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Mrs. Muzzy heard the doors open and shut, then a mur-
mur of voices in the sitting-room. One of the voices was
unquestionably a man’s, low-pitched and earnest. Lizzie’s
seemed to break into sobs now and then, and once she
laughed. Mrs. Muzzy started when she heard that; she
had almost forgotten how Lizzie’s laugh sounded.

“Who on earth has Lizzie got in there?” she muttered
to herself ; but she was a woman who could keep her curi-
osity in check. She went steadily on with her work till the
sitting-room door opened and Lizzie came out.

But was it Lizzie >—the girl with those pink cheeks and
radiant eyes, and that dimpling mouth? Mrs. Muzzy laid
her knife down and stared at her.

“It's George! George!” said Lizzie, in a happy, trem-
bling whisper that seemed almost ready to break out into a
scream of joy. “ He’s come to—to take me up to his house
to dinner. I’'m going home to change my dress and get
ready.” She was trembling so she could hardly move, but
she began pinning on her shawl in joyful haste.

“Lizzie Munroe,” said her aunt, sternly, “youdon’t mean to
sayyou’re goin’ on with that fellow after all that’s happened?”

“Yes, I am; he’s come for me.” Great tears of pure
delight rolled down her cheeks. She had her hood on now,
and turned impatiently towards the sitting-room door.

“Come for you! I s’pose ef he’d got married to that
Hammond girl an’ come for you, you’d gone jest the same |”
cried her aunt, with coarse sarcasm.

“Yes, I would!” cried Lizzie, recklessly, her hand on
the door-knob.

“1 don't b’lieve but what that Hammond girl’s given him
the mitten, else he wouldn’t 'a come. I wouldn’t play
second fiddle for any feller.”
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“I would for Aim/” cried Lizzie, as shameless in her
happiness as she had been in her misery. She opened the
door a crack and peeped in ; then she turned to her aunt,
her eyes like stars, her cheeks fairly ablaze.

“ Good-bye, Aunt Jane,” she said. “I'm sorry to leave
you alone with the pig-work. You'd better change your
mind an’ go over to mother’s to dinner.”

Mrs. Muzzy vouchsafed no reply, and Lizzie went into
the sitting-room and shut the door.

Pretty soon her aunt watched her and her truant sweet-
heart walking down the street. Lizzie was actually hang-
ing on to his arm, in broad daylight.

“I don’t see where she took such a disposition,” mut-
tered Mrs. Muzzy. “ Not from my side. I'd never have
made such a fool of myself over a feller.”

Then she went on with her pig-work, righteous indigna-
tion and scorn against Lizzie mingling in her bosom with
rebellion against the will of the Lord. :

It had always been her boast that she wasn’t one of the
kind of women who are forever dropping things, and get-
ting burned and scalded, and cutting their fingers. She
thought there was no kind of need of it, if anybody had her
wits about her, and didn’t fly about like a hen with her head
cut off.

She was to prove, however, to-day that her boasting, for
one occasion at least, was vain.

She had lifted the first kettle of boiling lard off the stove
in safety, and deposited it in the sink. The second—how
she did it she never knew, whether the sudden weakening
of a muscle or the slipping of a finger occasioned it—she
dropped bodily as she was lifting it from the fire.

None of the hot fat went on the stove, or there would
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have been a worse complication of disasters. It landed on
the floor and Mrs. Muzzy’s right foot. She lost none of
her resolute coolness, with the sudden shock and agony.
The kettle was scorching the floor ; you could smell the
burning paint. She lifted it on to the stove hearth, and
dast a distrustful and indignant glance at the molten grease
spreading over the floor.

Then she had luckily a pair of scissors within reach. She
sat down and cut off, with convulsive shivers of pain, but
grim determination, her shoe and stocking. The foot was
shockingly burned. She set her lips hard when she saw it.

“ A half-winter’s job,” said she. ¢ Well]”

She dragged herself in her chair with one foot, hitching
herself along, into the buttery, to the flour barrel. She pow-
dered the wounded foot thickly with flour, and hitched back.

“There,” said she, “ that’s all I can do. There ought to
be oil and bandages and things; but I've got to set still.
I wish somebody would come.”

Then she sat there in silent endurance, in the midst of
the grease, which had cooled, and formed a white coating
over the kitchen floor. Her foot was a mass of torture.
She did not have long to wait for help, however ; she had
not been sitting there half an hour when she heard quick
steps on the frozen ground outside.

“QOpen the door, Jane,” called the voice of her sister
Hannah, Lizzie’s mother. “I've got my hands full.”

“I can’t,” responded Mrs. Muzzy, “you’ll hev to do it
yourself.”

The door opened after a second. The caller, who had
a large plate in each hand, stopped short in utter dismay as
she took in the aspect of things—her sister, with her floury
foot and pale face, and the lard on the floor.
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“Why, what hev you done, Jane?” she cried.

Mrs. Muzzy looked up, and actually smiled, the first time
her sister had seen her for many a day. ‘“What hev you
got thar, Hannah ?” asked she.

“Why, I brought you over some Thanksgivin’ dinner;
but I guess you won’t feel like eatin’ any now.”

“Yes, I do. Bring it here.”

“ But you want somethin’ done more for your foot. Did
you tip the hot lard right on to it? Don’t it ache? Hadn’t
you better wait an’ eat your dinner after the foot's been
seen to?”

“No, Hannah ; I want it now. I want to eat some turkey
an’ plum-puddin’ afore I'm an hour older, an’ keep Thanks-
givin’, I said I wouldn’t, but the Lord got ahead of me,
an’ I'm glad he has. Bring it here an’ I'll eat my dinner,
an’ then, mebbe, I kin hev somethin’ more done for my
foot.”

Her sister gave in then, and Mrs. Muzzy, her forehead
wrinkled with pain, sat there and ate her Thanksgiving din-
ner to the very last mouthful.

“Lizzie’s feelin’ happier,” she remarked once.

“Yes ; George came to take her to his folks’ to dinner.”

“Well, I’'m glad of it, ef she’s goin’ to feel any better.”

“You would be, ef you was her mother,” said her sister,
simply.
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IT was a hot Sunday in June. The bell was ringing for
the morning service in the Dover orthodox church, and the
people were flocking up the hill on which the sacred edi-
fice stood. The farmers’ wives and daughters wore their
thinnest dresses, and were armed with stout fans and sun-
umbrellas ; the men looked wretched and steaming in their
Sunday coats. The sun beat fiercely down on Dover vil-
lage, on its white houses and clover fields. The bees and
insects were droning so loud that people could hear them
inside the church. In there it was cooler, though still warm
enough : everybody was fanning.

The bell tolled, and the people kept coming up the
aisles. David Ayres, in his place in the second row of
the singing seats, watched them soberly. He was a tall,
stoutly built young man ; his face was brown and-heavy-
featured, but handsome. He had a fine bass voice.

A titter and whisper spread through the row of female
singers before him. “Look at Almira King !” The flower-
wreathed bonnets shook with mirth.

“ What are the girls laughing at ?” thought David Ayres

A girl was tripping up the aisle below, dressed in a pink
silk gown, bewilderingly draped and pleated. She wore
a little white crape bonnet with a knot of crushed roses.
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The young man thought she looked beautiful, and saw
nothing laughable about it. All he wondered at was how
the Kings could afford such a fine dress, and how the girl
happened to come to church anyway. He had never seen
her there before.

The girl entered a pew well towards the front, and settled
down, like a bird, with a pretty flutter. All David could see
of her between the people were her shapely pink shoulders
and knot of yellow hair below the little bonnet. When the

choir sang the first hymn, however, all the congregation
" rose and turned about to face the singing seats, and he took
a good look at her as he rolled out his sonorous bass notes.
She had a charming, round, childish face, simple and sweet.
She was looking down at her pretty gown with an innocent
simper. She pulled the drapery in the back a little ; then
she glanced over her shoulder to see if it was right; then
she smoothed the front of the overskirt tenderly. “She’s
mighty tickled with her new dress,” reflected David Ayres,
sagely; but he felt none of the sharp-eyed female singers’
contempt at the girl’s silly vanity.

All at once Almira looked up and met the young man’s
eyes fixed full upon her. Her eyelids dropped, and she
crimsoned to the lace round her white throat. He could
see, even at that distance, that she was confused and dis-
turbed. “I won’t look at her again, if it makes her act
that way,” resolved he ; and forthwith fixed his eyes on his
book as he sung. '

After the service was over he went down to the vestry to
Sunday-school. He had a class. The session occupied
about an hour. Coming out, he fell in with his cousin Ida
Babcock.

“Ida,” said he, abruptly, “I wish you'd tell me why
5
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folks were laughing when Almira King came in this morn-
ing. I didn’t see anything to laugh at. Did you?”

“ Why, David Ayres, that dress was perfectly ridiculous
for a girl to wear to meeting. Don’t you know it was? I
don’t wonder folks laughed.”

“1 do,” quoth David, stoutly. “I think the dress was
all right. She looked like a doll in it, anyway. I guess
you girls were jealous.”

Ida colored up. She was a plain girl herself. “I guess
we weren’t jealous,” returned she, with spirit. “ You men
will overlook anything for a pretty face, and that’s all there
is about it. Every blessed thing that girl came to meeting
for this morning was to show her dress.”

“I don't see,” said her cousin, with slow emphasis, “ what
does make you girls forever pick on each other. I should
think, when you saw one of your own kind look as pretty
and sweet as Almira King did this morning, you'd feel
proud of her in one way, and say the nicest things about
her that you could.”

“Well, the dress was all out of place, and I don't think
that’s very bad to say,” said Ida, trying to keep her temper.
“But it’s no use arguing with you about it, David: men
don’t look at such things like women.”

“1I don’t think they do,” replied David.

When Ida got home she told her mother that she didn’t
know whether David was luny or meant to be aggra-
vating.

“I suppose I made-Ida mad,” reflected David, as he
sped along the dusty road in his open buggy, keeping a
tight rein on his smart horse ; “ but I don’t care. If there’s
anything I hate, it’s one girl picking on another. Ida ought
to be broken of it.”
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The Ayres farm was situated about a mile and a half out
of Dover village. About half a mile out David passed the
King place. The house was poor—a low red cottage—but
there were some fertile fields about it. The King farm was
small, but, as far as it went, productive.

David, as he whirled by, caught a glimpse of a woman
coming round the corner of the house from the garden with
a pan in her hand full of beans. She was an odd figure,
short and stout, with a masculine width of shoulders. Her
calico dress cleared her thick ankles, her black hair was cut
short, and she wore a man’s straw hat.

“ Pity such a pretty girl as Almira King has got such a
mother |” David thought, after his swift glance at her.

When he got home he found dinner all ready. Every-
thing was on time in the Ayres household. David’s moth-
er sat by the sitting-room window, fanning herself and read-
- ing her Bible, while she waited for her son. She was a fair,
stout woman, in an old-fashioned muslin gown. The ground
was white, with a brown vine straggling thickly over it. She
looked up pleasantly ds David entered, after putting up his
horse : he was his own hostler. There were soft curves in
her face, which were deceptive. Mrs. Ayres was not just
such a woman as her looks denoted. Strangers generally
found themselves taken aback by her, after a little. She
was a very devout woman, but she had not been to church
to-day: she had been afraid to undertake the ride in the hot
sun. Her health was not very good.

They had dinner directly in the large room, running the
width of the house, which served as dining-room and kitch-
en in the winter, and dining-room alone in the summer;
there was an unfinished back room, into which the cooking-
stove was then moved. The Ayres farmhouse was extreme-
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ly substantial and comfortable, but the old-time notions of
David’s ancestors were still prevalent in it.

The hired girl sat down to the table with David and his
mother. She was about forty, as plump as Mrs. Ayres,
though not as fair. There was a cast in her eyes. She
had lived in the Ayres family ever since David was born.
She had the reputation of being none too strong-minded,
but that had never been any objection to her in Mrs.
Ayres’s opinion. If anything, she enjoyed the prestige
which her own superior intellect gave her, cheap triumph
though it was ; and Susan Means had always been faithful,
reliable help.

There was cold meat for dinner. Mrs. Ayres was con-
scientious about any unnecessary cooking on the Sabbath.

“Who was at church, David,” asked his mother, watch-
ing him carve.

“ Oh, the folks who usually go ; except—well, that King
girl was there. I never saw her in church before.” '

“You don’t say so! I wonder how her mother happened
to let her, she’s such a strong spiritualist. Well, the girl
can’t amount to much, with that kind of bringing up, poor
thing.”

“She looked real pretty, mother; and she was dressed
pretty too.”

“ What did she have on?”

“ Something pink—silk, I guess.”

“Pink silk! I never—”

Mrs. Ayres went on with the subject, finding it interest-
ing ; but David soon contrived to change it. For some
reason he did not feel as hot to take up the cudgels for
Almira with his mother as he had with his cousin Ida.

After dinner he went up-stairs. Instead of entering his
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own room, he stole stealthily into the large front chamber
over the parlor. It was not occupied. The best bedstead
and feather-bed were in there, and the best bureau. The
windows were open, and a cool green light came in through
the blinds. He sat down by one of them, and fell into a
young man’s day-dream, with him as shy and innocent as a
girl’s. “I suppose,” said he to himself, “if I ever—get
married, we could have this chamber fitted up, and—some
new furniture in it. Almira King did look pretty to-
day.”

He had seen her dozens of times before, and admired
her, but not as he had to-day. It seemed a pity that such
a foolish thing as a pink silk dress should swerve such a
mighty thing as a human heart. But feathers might fly
along to paradise, if the wind happened to be that way, and
point out its direction, to things more important.

As for the girl herself, it was perfectly true that she had
been to church merely to show herself in her new dress.
The dress had to be worn and shown, else what was the
good of having it at all, and the church was the only avail-
able place in which to display it at present.

“When Almira returned that morning her mother was out
in the garden picking vegetables for dinner. She followed
her there. ¢ Mother,” she called, “ I've got home!”

The woman looked up and saw the rosy creature stand-
ing there with the most intense and unselfish pleasure.
“Well,” said she, smiling till she looked foolish, she was so
pleased, *“ what did the folks say to you, Almiry?”

“They aidn’t say anything, mother; but—they stared, I
can tell you.”

“T’ll warrant they did! Now, deary, you’d better not
stand there so close to the beans, or you'll get somethin! on
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your dress. You'd better go in an’ change it, an’ git rest:
ed, while I git dinner.”

“David Ayres sits up in the singing seats, and—you’d
ought to have seen him look at me, mother, once.”

“I’ll warrant he did.”

The mother stared fondly after the girl as she went off
across the green field. *“I wish David Ayres would take a
shine to Almiry,” said she. ‘“He’s a good, stiddy young
man, an’ there ain’t anybody but him an’ his mother an’
Caleb, now Mr. Ayres is gone, an’ there’s a good deal of
money there. Almiry would be well purvided for. P’r’aps
he will.”

When Almira came into the house she went straight to
her own room. It was a bedroom opening out of the par-
lor. Both rooms had been fitted up for her with a dainti-
ness strange to the rest of the house. Her sleeping-room
had a pretty set in it, and a lace curtain at the window; the
parlor a real Brussels carpet and stuffed chairs. Mrs. King
had worked hard for it, but she was amply paid by the
feeling that her “ Almiry had as pretty a room to set in as
any girl in Dover.”

The glass on Almira’s burepu would not tip far enough
for her to see her whole figure, so she stood on a chair be-
fore it, and turned round and round admiring herself. She
was radiant with the simplest and most unconcealed van-
ity. “I do look so beautiful I” she said, quite out loud.
The memory of David Ayres’s admiring gaze underlaid
her delight in herself, and strengthened it. Presently she
changed the beloved dress reluctantly for a blue muslin
which was trimmed with lace, and pretty too. She had a
good many dainty appointments. Everything about her, to
the embroidery on her under-clothing, was nice, through her
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homely mother’s care. She lay down on the lounge in her
parlor then, with a paper of sugar-plums and a child’s paper.
She dearly loved little pretty, simple tales and sugar-plums.
She heard her mother in the kitchen moving about, getting
dinner, but she never thought of such a thing as helping
her. Still, she was not selfish. She had only been brought
up in unconsciousness of her own obligations, and she had
not keenness of wit to see them for herself.

Once in a while she stopped reading, and thought about
David Ayres. She wondered, should she go to evening
meeting, whether he would ever wait on her home. Pretty
as Almira was, no Dover young man had ever paid her the
slightest attention, beyond admiring looks. They were
kept aloof by the peculiarities of her mother. “1’ve a great
mind to go to meeting to-night,” reflected Almira. “Ican’t
wear my pink silk in the evening, but I’ve a good mind to
go.”

Two weeks from that day there was a disturbance on her
account in the Ayres household.

It was a little cooler than Sunday, and Mrs. Ayres had
been to church—to morning and afternoon service too—
and she had spent the nooning at her married son's, Caleb,
who lived in the village. David had driven home. He
had some things to see to, and Susan got his dinner for
him.

When the mother and son rode home together finally,
after the second service was through, he knew by certain
infallible signs in her face that something was wrong, and
he felt guiltily what it was. She said nothing about it till
they reached home : then, when he had put his horse up,
and she had changed her best black silk, the reckoning
came.
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He started off for a stroll across the pasture ; but she had
kept her eyes on him, and called him back, thrusting her
head out of the sitting-room window. “ Come here, David,”
said she; “ I want to speak to you.”

He tried to have the talk standing outside the window,
but she made him come in. So he stood leaning against
the sitting-room door, fingering the latch impatiently, while
she sat facing him in her big rocking-chair by the window.

“ David,” she began, “I heard something about you over
to Caleb’s to-day, and I want to know if it’s true. I heard
you were going with that King girl ; that you've been wait-
ing on her home from meeting, and taking her to ride, and
that that’s where you were so late last Sunday night, when
I thought you were over to Caleb’s. I want to know if it’s
true.”

The stout young fellow had been brought up with a dread
of his fair-faced, firm-handed mother ; he looked boyish and
blushing. Then his manhood asserted itself, as it should
now, if ever. ‘Yes, mother,” he replied, his sober eyes
fixed on her; “it’s true.”

“You don’t say you mean to marry that King girl, David
Ayres?”’

I think I shall, mother—if she’ll have me.”

“There ain’t any doubt of that, I guess. David, if you
marry that girl, with her Spiritualist mother, you’ll kill me.”

“ Oh, mother, don’t!”

“I mean what I say, David. Youw’'ll kill me. You’ll have
to choose between your mother and that girl.”

The hard jaws seemed to show through Mrs. Ayres’s soft
cheeks. A blue tinge appeared round her mouth and nos-
trils. There was an ever-present dread in the Ayres fam-
ily. Healthy as Mrs. Ayres looked, she had an crganic
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heart trouble, and doctors had said a good deal about the
danger of over-excitement,

David looked at her changing face in alarm. “Don’t
let’s talk about it any more now, mother,” said he, soothing-
ly. “Don’t you worry over it.”

But she was not to be put off. She realized the ghastly
- vantage-ground on which she stood, and she was the kind
of woman to make the most of it.

“David, you won’t marry that girl ?”

“I’ll tell you whether I will or not in a week, mother,
and that’s the best I can do.” He looked astonishingly like
his mother as he said it. His face had the same determi-
nation, almost obstinacy, of hers.

She eyed him sharply, and gave in. ¢ Well,” said she.

All that week she hardly seemed like the same woman
to him. She petted and caressed him as she had never
done before. She descended to womanish wiles to accom-
plish her ends, for the first time in her life. But, if she had
known it, all this had no effect whatever on her son. He
had too much shrewd sense not to see through it, and feel
almost an angry contempt for his mother in consequence.
Her health and the fear of injuring her were the only things
which moved him.

The next Sunday he told her, with inward shame and
bitterness, that he would give up the girl. He felt as if he
was giving up his manhood at the same time. He had tried
arguing with his mother a little, but found it useless. The
girl’'s mother was her ground of objection, and she stood
firmly on it, no matter how plainly her unreasonableness
was shown to her.

“I'd rather you’d die than marry into such a family, Da-
vid,” she had said once. '
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So David kept aloof from pretty Almira, and the girl
began to fret. She did not conceal her grief from her moth-
er—she was too dependent on her, and she was not that
kind of a girl. When she came home from meeting alone
she cried on her mother’s shoulder, and many a time the
two watched hand in hand by the parlor window for the
lover who did not come.

Almira had really reason to feel aggrieved David’s
courtship, though so short, had been precipitate, after the
artless country fashion. Enough had been done to raise
her expectations, though there was nothing binding.

As the weeks went by, and she received no attention
from David beyond an occasional evasive nod as he drove
past, her spirits drooped more and more. She had never had
any trouble, and she was bewildered. This was her first
lover, and she had not known any better than to begin lov-
ing him vehemently.

She tried to attract him back in all the pretty, silent little
ways she could think of ; she could not take any bold step,
she was too modest. She would sit on the door-step, in a
pretty dress, with her hair carefully done up, when she
thought he might pass by.

She went to church in her pink silk, and glanced timidly
and wistfully up at him when the choir was singing; but
David would sing sternly on and never look at. her.

Then she would go home feeling that there was no use in
having a pink silk dress or a pretty face. This poor little
rose of a girl, of a Sunday night, after her lover had slight-
ed her still once more, might as well have been a burdock
weed or a ragged robin for all the satisfaction she took in
being a rose.

She altered in her looks ; her simple, smiling face grew
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thin and pitiful. Her mother studied it like a chapter in
which her own future sorrows were written out.

Mrs. King worked in the field and garden like a man, and
many a time she tramped home through the hot sun just to
get one look at Almira, then back again. She was an en-
ergetic woman. For years before the death of her husband,
who had been an invalid a long time, she had managed the
little farm herself, and successfully too. She had petted
and taken care of her husband, who had been a gentle,
slow-motioned man, as she petted and took care of Almira
now. He was some ten years younger than she. She had
assumed the management of affairs from the first, after he
married her, a stout hired girl in a neighboring farmhouse.
He had really been incapable himself of carrying on this
little farm, which his father had left him.

Every little luxury which she could procure for Almira
she always had from her earliest childhood. Now that this
trouble had come upon her, she did more ; she relinquished
for the time a habit of depositing small sums from her earn-
ings in the savings-bank, at fixed intervals, for future emer-
gencies. She planned many a surprise for Almira in the
way of new gowns and trinkets. The girl was young and
trifling enough to brighten momentarily at the sight of them,
and that was ample payment for her mother. But as soon
as she had worn them, and found that David did not notice
her any more on their account, the brightness died away.
Mrs. King spent money recklessly in those days, such hard-
earned money too. * What's the use of my layin’ up mon-
ey,” she asked herself, an’ Almiry lookin’ like that ?”

Finally the mother grew almost desperate. She suffered
far more than her daughter ; she watched for David’s com-
ing with a stronger anxiety. She began to form wild plans
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for bettering matters. She even thought of arresting the
young man, on his way past the house some day, and freeing
her mind to him. She thought of going to see his mother.
But, coarse and unwomanly as she was in appearance, there
was a good deal of womanly modesty in her; she shrank
from those measures, though sometimes, watching David
ride by, she felt as if she could kill him.

One day she spied Susan Means, the Ayres’ hired woman,
walking past, and she called her in. She was just up from
the potato-field herself; Almira had gone to the village on
an errand.

“ Susan,” she called, standing in the door, * come in here
a minute ; I want to see you.”

The woman looked wonderingly at a point a foot or more
to the left of her with her crooked eyes; then she came up
the walk.

“ Come in,” said Mrs. King. “I want to ask you some-
thin’. I want to ask you,” she went on, outwardly defiant,
when the two stood together in the kitchen, “ef you know
what Mis’ Ayres’s David has been treating my Almiry so
fur?”

“I don’ know what you mean, as I knows on,” replied
the other, smiling strangely at the cupboard-door. She was
a good-humored soul, but the twist in her eyes gave her an
appearance of uncanniness and mystery. Mrs. King, direct
and fierce, fired up in unreasonable wrath.

“I guess you know,” said she ; ¢ everybody knows. I’ll
warrant you’ve heerd it talked about enough. I want to
know what David Ayres has been foolin’ round Almiry King
fur, an’ gittin’ her all upset, an’ then leavin’ her—that’s
what I want to know.”

It was perfectly true that Susan had known what Mrs.
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King meant, but she had been scared, and her little wits
had taught her to evade the question. She probably knew
much more about the state of affairs than either David or
his mother thought. She often imbibed more than her
mental capacity was considered equal to. It takes a wise
person to gauge another’s mind and find the true bottom.
She kept on smiling strangely at the cupboard-door.

“I’'ve heerd a little,” said she, “ ef you want to know.”

“I do want to know. I’ll let ’em know they can’t go
foolin’ ’round my girl.”

“You'll be mad.”

“No, I won’t be mad. Out with it.”

“I don’ know as it’s anythin’ Mis’ Ayres has got agin
Almiry, but she’s kinder sot agin you.”

-“What'’s she sot agin me fur?”’

“Wa’al, I guess it's on account of your wearin’ your
dresses half-way up to your knees, and them cowhide
shoes, and that hat, and hevin’ your hair cut so short. But
I guess it’s mainly ’cause you air a Spiritualist.”

“I don’t believe a word of it.”

“ Accordin’ to what I’ve heerd, it’s so.”

Mrs. King did not know when the woman went. She
stood leaning against the wall, dazed, till Almira came in.
“Is it me?” she had muttered once ; “an’ I willin’ to die
for her! O Lord !’ :

Almira stared at her when she entered the kitchen.

“What’s the matter, mother ?”

“ Nothin’, deary.”

Next Sunday there was a greater sensation in the ortho-
dox church than there had been over Almira in her pink
silk. The girl was not there—she was hardly well enough
that day—but her mother walked up the aisle when the bell
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first began to toll. People stared, doubtful if they knew
her. She had on a decent long black dress and a neat bon-
net. Her short hair had given way to a braided knot. She
sat in the pew and listened solemnly to the sermon, regard-
less of the attention she excited. All she took pains to no-
tice was that David Ayres and his mother were there. She
made sure of that, and that they were looking at her.

When she got home, Almira was lying on the lounge in
her room. She had been crying ; her eyes were red with
tears. Her mother sat down, and looked at her with won-
derful love and hope. “Don’t cry, deary,” said she. “I
shouldn’t wonder a bit if he came to-night. That’s been
all the trouble, the girl said, an’ now I've fixed that all right.
I let my dress down, an’ got the switch, an’ I've been to
meetin’. He’ll be along to-night.”

But he was not. Through the next week Mrs. King toil-
ing in her fleld, of a necessity still in the short dress and
heavy shoes, had a demeanor like a hunted criminal. She
kept a constant lookout on the road ; if she caught a glimpse
of David Ayres coming, she hid. He should never see her
again in the costume which had weaned him from Almira.
If she had been able she would have hired a man for this
work now; but she had spent too much money in other
ways of late. She thought surely the young man would
come on the next Sabbath. But he did not. Then she
ventured on a decisive step, goaded on by Almira’s pitiful
face. There really was occasion for alarm on the girl’s ac-
count. She inherited a weak, spiritless constitution from
her father, and a slight cause might exhaust what little
stamina she possessed. She might drift into nervous inva-
lidism, if she did not die.

Mrs. King tied on her new switch with infinite difficulty,
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arrayed herself in her long skirts, and walked a mile and a
half to see David Ayres’s mother. The interview between
the two women was at once pitiful and comical. MTrs. Ayres,
her whole soul set against the marriage of her son with this
woman’s daughter, was immovably hard. She sat like a
stone, and listened to the other’s rough eloquence. “I’ve
done the best I could,” said Mrs. King, humbling herself
unshrinkingly. “I know I ain’t looked an’ dressed jest
like other folks ; but now I’'m a-doin’ different. I’ve got a
switch, an’ done up my hair like other women, an’ I’ve let
down my dress. I’'ve been to meetin’ too, an’ I’'m goin’
right along. I ain’t ever been much of a Spiritualist. I
got led into it a leetle after Samuel died, an’ I’ve took
some papers. But I ain’t goin’ to any more.”

It was all of no use. Mrs. Ayres hardly gave any re-
sponse at all ; she was almost wordless. All her anxiety
was lest David should come in while Almira’s mother was
there ; but he did not.  Finally the poor woman went home.
She had gotten no satisfaction at all. She had humbled
herself, at the last she had stormed, all to no purpose. Now
she was hopeless. She had a rude physical sturdiness
about her that had seemed to extend to her inmost nature.
But it hardly had. If it had, it was by reason of her unsel-
fish affections. At heart she had always been almost as
simple and yielding as Almira herself. She was a thorough-
ly feminine creature in her masculine attire, with her rough
voice. As the days went on, and she saw her daughter
fretting, and felt helpless to aid her, her own strength failed
slowly, though she did not know it. There had probably
been some weak fibre in her, which could not stand a hard
strain, in spite of her appearance of strength. She had
never been ill in her life ; she felt new sensations now, with-
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out realizing what they meant. She was worrying herself
to death without knowing it. She worked harder and
harder. She had never toiled in her life as she did in
the late summer and early autumn of that year, with Almi-
ra’s sad young face taking all the sweetness out of the labor.

At last she came in one afternoon, and fainted on the
threshold. Almira, almost beside herself, called in a neigh-
bor and sent for the doctor. It was a sudden, violent attack,
induced finally, perhaps, by an error in diet, or a cold, but
superinduced by her wearing anxiety. She never got off
the bed in her poor little bedroom again. Her room
opened out of the kitchen, and was not much like Almira’s.

After she came out of her first swoon, she was conscious
till she died—the next day. She knew how it was going
to end with her from the first, though she made the doctor
tell her the next afternoon. Then, with a sudden resolu-
tion, she asked him to go for David Ayres. “Thar’s been
trouble betwixt him and my girl,” said she, “ that has got to
be set right afore I go.”

So David came, and stood with Almira beside her bed.
She was suffering a good deal of pain, but she had nerve
enough to disregard it.

“I’ve been betwixt you an’ Almiry,” said she, “ an’ thar
didn’t seem to be no way of settin’ it right but this, though
I tried. I’ve heerd how you felt about it, an’ I dare say it
was nateral. I don’t lay up nothin’. All is, ef you don’t
marry Almiry now, an’ take care of her, an’ make her happy,
may the Lord never forgive you for triflin’ with her!”

“Qh,” cried David, “I will never think of anybody but
Almira all my life. I’ll marry her to-morrow.”

“Then it’s all right,” said Mrs. King, and ended the word
with a groan.
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The young man stood there, his face white through the
tan. He was beside himself with pity and shame ; but he
could not say a word. He almost hated his narrow-minded
mother.

“I'd like to see you take hold on Almiry’s hand,” said
Mrs. King, gasping again. “I want to see you look happy
and smilin’ agin, deary, the way you used to.”

David caught hold of Almira’s hand with a great sob.
But she threw his away, and flung herself down on her
knees by her mother’s bed.

“Oh, mother ! mother! mother!” she sobbed. “I love
you best! I do love you best! I always will! I never will

love him as much as I did you. I promise you.”
6



AN HONEST SOUL.

“TraRrR’s Mis’ Bliss’s pieces in the brown kaliker bag,
an’ thar’s Mis’ Bennet’s pieces in the bed-tickin’ bag,” said
she, surveying complacently the two bags leaning against
her kitchen-wall. “I’ll get a dollar for both of them
quilts, an’ thar’ll be two dollars. I've got a dollar an’
sixty-three cents on hand now, an’ thar’s plenty of meal an’
merlasses, an’ some salt fish an’ pertaters in the house.
I'll get along middlin’ well, I reckon. Thar ain’t no call
fer me to worry. I’ll red up the house a leetle now, an’
then I'll begin on Mis’ Bliss’s pieces.”

The /ouse was an infinitesimal affair, containing only two
rooms besides the tiny lean-to which served as wood-shed.
It stood far enough back from the road for a pretentious
mansion, and there was one curious feature about it—not a
door nor window was there in front, only a blank, unbroken
wall. Strangers passing by used to stare wonderingly at
it sometimes, but it was explained easily enough. Old
Simeon Patch, years ago, when the longing for a home of
his own had grown strong in his heart, and he had only a
few hundred dollars saved from his hard earnings to invest
in one, had wisely done the best he could with what he had.

Not much remained to spend on the house after the spa-
cious lot was paid for, so he resolved to build as much
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house as he could with his money, and complete it when
better days should come.

This tiny edifice was in reality simply the L of a goodly
two-story house which had existed only in the fond and
faithful fancies of Simeon Patch and his wife. That blank
front wall was designed to be joined to the projected main
building ; so, of course, there was no need of doors or win-
dows. Simeon Patch came of a hard-working, honest race,
whose pride it had been to keep out of debt, and he was a
true child of his ancestors. Not a dollar would he spend
that was not in his hand ; a mortgaged house was his horror.
So he paid cash for every blade of grass on his lot of land,
and every nail in his bit of a house, and settled down pa-
tiently in it until he should grub together enough more to
buy a few additional boards and shingles, and pay the
money down.

That time never came: he died in the course of a few
years, after a lingering illness, and only had enough saved
to pay his doctor’s bill and funeral expenses, and leave his
wife and daughter entirely without debt, in their little frag-
ment of a house on the big, sorry lot of land.

There they had lived, mother and daughter, earning and
saving in various little, petty ways, keeping their heads
sturdily above water, and holding the dreaded mortgage
off the house for many years. Then the mother died, and
the daughter, Martha Patch, took up the little homely
struggle alone. She was over seventy now—a small, slen-
der old woman, as straight as a rail, with sharp black eyes,
and a quick toss of her head when she spoke. She did
odd housewifely jobs for the neighbors, wove rag-carpets,
pieced bed-quilts, braided rugs, etc., and contrived to sup-
ply all her simple wants.
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This evening, after she had finished putting her house
to rights, she fell to investigating the contents of the bags
which two of the neighbors had brought in the night before,
with orders for quilts, much to her delight.

“ Mis’ Bliss has got proper handsome pieces,” said she—
“ proper handsome ; they’ll make a good-lookin’ quilt. Mis’
Bennet’s is good too, but they ain’t quite ekal to Mis’
Bliss’s. I reckon some of ’em’s old.”

She began spreading some of the largest, prettiest pieces
on her white-scoured table. “Thar,” said she, gazing at
one admiringly, “that jest takes my eye ; them leetle pink
roses is pretty, an’ no mistake. I reckon that’s French cal-
iker. Thar’s some big pieces too. Lor’, what bag did I
take ’em out on! It must hev been Mis’ Bliss’s. I mustn’t
git ’em mixed.”

She cut out some squares, and sat down by the window in
a low wooden rocking-chair to sew. This window did not
have a very pleasant outlook. The house was situated so
far back from the road that it commanded only a rear view
of the adjoining one. It was a great cross to Martha Patch.
She was one of those women who like to see everything
that is going on outside, and who often have excuse enough
in the fact that so little is going on with them.

“It’s a great divarsion,” she used to say, in her snapping
way, which was more nervous than ill-natured, bobbing her
head violently at the same time—* a very great divarsion to
see Mr. Peters’s cows goin’ in an’ out of the barn day arter
day ; an’ that’s about all I do see—never git a sight of the
folks goin’ to meetin’ nor nothin’.”

The lack of a front window was a continual source of
grief to her.

“ When the minister’s prayin’ for the widders an’ orphans
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he’d better make mention of one more,” said she, once,
“an’ that’s women without front winders.”

She and her mother had planned to save money enough
to have one some day, but they had never been able to
bring it about. A window commanding a view of the street
and the passers-by would have been a great source of com-
fort to the poor old woman, sitting and sewing as she did
day in and day out. As it was, she seized eagerly upon the
few objects of interest which did come within her vision, and
made much of them. There were some children who, on
their way from school, could make a short cut through her
yard and reach home quicker. She watched for them every
day, and if they did not appear quite as soon as usual she
would grow uneasy, and eye the clock, and mutter to her-
self, “I wonder where them Mosely children can be?”
When they came she watched their progress with sharp at-
tention, and thought them over for an hour afterwards.
Not a bird which passed her window escaped her notice.
This innocent old gossip fed her mind upon their small do-
mestic affairs in lieu of larger ones. To-day she often
paused between her stitches to gaze absorbedly at a yellow-
bird vibrating nervously round the branches of a young tree
opposite. It was early spring, and the branches were all
of a light-green foam.

“That’s the same yaller-bird I saw yesterday, I do b’lieve,”
said she. “I recken he’s goin’ to build a nest in that
ellum.”

Lately she had been watching the progress. of the grass
gradually springing up all over the yard. One spot where
it grew much greener than elsewhere her mind dwelt upon
curiously.

“I can’t make out,” she said to a neighbor, “whethet
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that ’ere spot is greener than the rest because the sun
shines brightly thar, or because somethin’s buried thar.”

She toiled steadily on the patchwork quilts. At the end
of a fortnight they were nearly completed. She hurried on
the last one morning, thinking she would carry them both
to their owners that afternoon and get her pay. She did
not stop for any dinner.

Spreading them out for one last look before rolling them
up in bundles, she caught her breath hastily.

““What hev I done?” said she. “Massy sakes! I hevn’t
gone an’ put Mis’ Bliss’s caliker with the leetle pink roses
on’t in Mis’ Bennet’s quilt? I hev, jest as sure as preach-
in’!  What shell I do?”

The poor old soul stood staring at the quilts in pitiful
dismay. ‘A hull fortni’t’s work,” she muttered. “What
shell I do? Them pink roses is the prettiest caliker in the
hull lot. Mis’ Bliss will be mad if they air in Mis’ Bennet’s
quilt. She won’t say nothin’; an’ she’ll pay me, but she’ll
feel it inside, an’ it won’t be doin’ the squar’ thing by her.
No; if I'm goin’ to airn money I’ll airn it.”

Martha Patch gave her head a jerk. The spirit which
animated her father when he went to housekeeping in a
piece of a house without any front window blazed up within
her. She made herself a cup of tea, then sat deliberately
down by the window to rip the quilts to pieces. It had to
be done pretty thoroughly on account of her admiration for
the pink calico, and the quantity of it—it figured in nearly
every square. “I wish I hed a front winder to set to while
I'm doin’ on’t,” said she ; but she patiently plied her scis-
sors till dusk, only stopping for a short survey of the Mosely
children. After days of steady work the pieces were put
together again, this time the pink-rose calico in Mrs. Bliss’s
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quilt. Martha Patch rolled the quilts up with a sigh of re-
lief and a sense of virtuous triumph.

“I’ll sort over the pieces that’s left in the bags,” said
she, “then I'll take ’em over an’ git my pay. I'm gittin’
pretty short of vittles.”

She began pulling the pieces out of the bed-ticking bag,
laying them on her lap and smoothing them out, prepara-
tory to doing them up in a neat, tight roll to take home—
she was very methodical about everything she did. Sud-
denly she turned pale, and stared wildly at a tiny scrap of
calico which she had just fished out of the bag.

“ Massy sakes !” she cried ; “it ain’t, is it?” She clutched
Mrs. Bliss’s quilt from the table and laid the bit of calico
beside the pink-rose squares.

“It's jest the same thing,” she groaned, “an’ it came out
on Mis’ Bennet’s bag. Dear me suz! dear me suz!”

She dropped helplessly into her chair by the window,
still holding the quilt and the telltale scrap of calico, and
gazed out in a bewildered sort of way. Her poor old eyes
looked dim and weak with tears.

“Thar’s the Mosely children comin’,” she said; “happy
little gals, laughin’ an’ hollerin’, goin’ home to their mother
to git a good dinner. Me a-settin’ here’s a lesson they
ain’t larned in their books yit ; hope to goodness they never
will ; hope they won’t ever hev to piece quilts fur a livin’,
without any front winder to set to. Thar’s a dandelion
blown out on that green spot. Reckon thar 7s somethin’
buried thar. Lordy massy! Zev I got to rip them two
quilts to pieces agin an’ sew ’em over?”

Finally she resolved to carry a bit of the pink-rose calico
over to Mrs. Bennet’s and find out, without betraying the
dilemma she was in, if it were really hers.
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Her poor old knees fairly shook under her when she en-
tered Mrs. Bennet's sitting-room.

“Why, yes, Martha, it’s mine,” said Mrs. Bennet, in re-
sponse to her agitated question. “Hattie had a dress like
it, don’t you remember? There was a lot of new pieces
left, and I thought they would work into a quilt nice. But,
for pity’s sake, Martha, what is the matter? You look just
as white as a sheet. You ain’t sick, are you?”

“No,” said Martha, with a feeble toss of her head, to
keep up the deception ; “I ain’t sick, only kinder all gone
with the warm weather. I reckon I'll hev to fix me up
some thoroughwort tea. Thoroughwort’s a great strength-
ener.”

“I would,” said Mrs. Bennet, sympathizingly ; “and don’t
you work too hard on that quilt; I ain’t in a bit of a hurry
for it. I sha’n’t want it before next winter anyway. I only
thought I'd like to have it pieced and ready.”

“Ireckon I can't get it done afore another fortni’t,” said
Martha, trembling.

“I don't care if you don’t get it done for the next three
months. Don’t go yet, Martha ; you ain’t rested a minute,
and it’s a pretty long walk. Don’t you want a bite of some-
thing before you go? Have a piece of cake? You look
real faint.”

“No, thanky,” said Martha, and departed in spite of all
friendly entreaties to tarry. Mrs. Bennet watched her mov-
ing slowly down the road, still holding the little pink calico
rag in her brown, withered fingers.

“ Martha Patch is failing ; she ain’t near so straight as
she was,” remarked Mrs. Bennet. * She looks real bent
over to-day.”

The little wiry springiness was, indeed, gone from her
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gait as she crept slowly along the sweet country road, and
there was a helpless droop in her thin, narrow shoulders.
It was a beautiful spring day; the fruit-trees were all in
blossom. There were more orchards than houses on the
way, and more blooming trees to pass than people.

Martha looked up at the white branches as she passed
under them. “I kin smell the apple-blows,” said she,
“but somehow the goodness is all gone out on ’em. I'd
jest as soon smell cabbage. Oh, dear me suz, kin I ever
do them quilts over agin ?”

When she got home, however, she rallied a little. There
was a nervous force about this old woman which was not
easily overcome even by an accumulation of misfortunes.
She might bend a good deal, but she was almost sure to
spring back again. She took off her hood and shawl, and
straightened herself up. “Thar’s no use puttin’ it off ; it’s
got to be done. I’ll hev them quilts right ef it kills me |”

She tied on a purple calico apron and sat down at the
window again, with a quilt and the scissors. Out came the
pink roses. There she sat through the long afternoon, cut-
ting the stitches which she had so laboriously put in—a lit-
tle defiant old figure, its head, with a flat black lace cap on
it, bobbing up and down in time with its hands. There
were some purple bows on the cap, and they fluttered ;
quite a little wind blew in at the window.

The eight-day clock on the mantel ticked peacefully. It
was a queer old timepiece, which had belonged to her
grandmother Patch. A painting of a quaint female, with
puffed hair and a bunch of roses, adorned the front of it,
under the dial-plate. It was flanked on either side by tall,
green vases.

There was a dull-colored rag-carpet of Martha’s own
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manufacture on the floor of the room. Some wooden chairs
stood around stiffly ; an old, yellow map of Massachusetts
and a portrait of George Washington hung on the walls.
There was not a speck of dust anywhere, nor any disorder.
Neatness was one of the comforts of Martha’s life. Put-
ting and keeping things in order was one of the interests
which enlivened her dulness and made the world attractive
to her.

The poor soul sat at the window, bending over the quilt,
until dusk, and she sat there, bending over the quilt until
dusk, many a day after.

It is a hard question to decide, whether there were any
real merit in such finely strained honesty, or whether it were
merely a case of morbid conscientiousness. Perhaps the
old woman, inheriting very likely her father’s scruples, had
had them so intensified by age and childishness that they
had become a little off the bias of reason.

Be that as it may, she thought it was the right course for
her to make the quilts over, and, thinking so, it was all that
she could do. She could never have been satisfied other-
wise. It took her a considerable while longer to finish the
quilts again, and this time she began to suffer from other
causes than mere fatigue. Her stock of provisions com-
menced to run low, and her money was gone. At last she
had nothing but a few potatoes in the house to eat. She
contrived to dig some dandelion greens once or twice ;
these with the potatoes were all her diet. There was really
no necessity for such a state of things ; she was surrounded
by kindly well-to-do people, who would have gone without
themselves rather than let her suffer. But she had always
been very reticent about her needs, and felt great pride
about accepting anything for which she did not pay.
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But she struggled along until the quilts were done, and
no one knew. She set the last stitch quite late one even-
ing ; then she spread the quilts out and surveyed them.
“ Thar they air now, all right,” said she ; “the pink roses
is in Mis’ Bennet’s, an’ I ain’t cheated nobody out on their
caliker, an’ I’ve airned my money. I’ll take ’em hum in
the mornin’, an’ then I'll buy somethin’ to eat. I begin to
feel a dreadful sinkin’ at my stummuck.”

She locked up the house carefully—she always felt a
great responsibility when she had people’s work on hand—
and went to bed.

Next morning she woke up so faint and dizzy that she
hardly knew herself. She crawled out into the kitchen,
and sank down on the floor. She could not move another
step.

“ Lor sakes !” she moaned, “ I reckon I’m ’bout done to |”

The quilts lay near her on the table ; she stared up at
them with feeble complacency. ¢ Ef I'm goin’ to die, I'm
glad I got them quilts done right fust. Massy, how sinkin’
I dofeel! I wish I had a cup of tea.”

There she lay, and the beautiful spring morning wore on.
The sun shone in at the window, and moved nearer and
nearer, until finally she lay in a sunbeam, a poor, shrivelled
little old woman, whose resolute spirit had nearly been her
death, in her scant nightgown and ruffled cap, a ittle shawl
falling from her shoulders. She did not feel ill, only abso-
lutely too weak and helpless to move. Her mind was just
as active as ever, and her black eyes peered sharply out of
her pinched face. She kept making efforts to rise, but she
could not stir.

“Lor sakes !” she snapped out at length, * how long Zev
I got to lay here? I'm mad!”
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She saw some dust on the black paint of a chair which
stood in the sun, and she eyed that distressfully.

¢ Jest look at that dust on the runs of that cheer!” she
muttered. “What if anybody come in! I wonder if I can’t
reach it !”

The chair was near her, and she managed to stretch out
her limp old hand and rub the dust off the rounds. Then
she let it sink down, panting.

“I wonder ef I ain’t goin’ to die,” she gasped. “I won-
der ef I'm prepared. I never took nothin’ that shouldn't
belong to me that I knows on. Oh, dear me suz, I wish
somebody would come !”

When her strained ears did catch the sound of footsteps
outside, a sudden resolve sprang up in her heart.

“] won’t let on to nobody how I've made them quilts
over, an’ how I hevn’t had enough to eat—I won’t.”

When the door was tried she called out feebly, “ Who is
thar?”

The voice of Mrs. Peters, her next-door neighbor, came
back in response: “It’s me. What's the matter, Mar-
thy ?”

“I'm kinder used up ; don’t know how you'll git in; I
can’t git to the door to unlock it to save my life.”

“Can’t I get in at the window ?”

“ Mebbe you kin.”

Mrs. Peters was a long-limbed, spare woman, and she
got in through the window with considerable ease, it being
quite low from the ground.

She turned pale when she saw Martha lying on the floor.
“ Why, Marthy, what is the matter? How long have you
been laying there ?”

“Ever since I got up. I was kinder dizzy, an’ hed a
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dreadful sinkin’ feelin’. It ain’t much, I reckon. Ef I
could hev a cup of tea it would set me right up. Thar’s
a spoonful left in the pantry. Ef you jest put a few kin-
dlin’s in the stove, Mis’ Peters, an’ set in the kettle an’
made me a cup, I could git up, I know. I've got to go an’
kerry them quilts hum to Mis’ Bliss an’ Mis’ Bennet.”

“I don’t believe but what you’ve got all tired out over
the quilts. You've been working too hard.”

“No, I ’ain’t, Mis’ Peters ; it’s nothin’ but play piecin’
quilts. All I mind is not havin’ a front winder to set to
while I'm doin’ on’t.”

Mrs. Peters was a quiet, sensible woman of few words;
she insisted upon carrying Martha into the bedroom and
putting her comfortably to bed. It was easily done; she
was muscular, and the old woman a very light weight.
Then she went into the pantry. She was beginning to sus-
pect the state of affairs, and her suspicions were strength-
ened when she saw the bare shelves. She started the fire,
* put on the teakettle, and then slipped across the yard to
her own house for further reinforcements.

Pretty soon Martha was drinking her cup of tea and eat-
ing her toast and a dropped egg. She had taken the food
with some reluctance, half starved as she was. Finally she
gave in—the sight of it was too much for her. “Well, I
will borry it, Mis’ Peters,” said she ; “an’ I'll pay you jest
as soon as I kin git up.”

After she had eaten she felt stronger. Mrs. Peters had
hard work to keep her quiet until afternoon ; then she would
get up and carry the quilts home. The two ladies were
profuse in praises. Martha, proud and smiling. Mrs. Ben-
net noticed the pink roses at once. ‘How pretty that cal-
ico did work in,” she remarked.
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“Yes,” assented Martha, between an inclination to chuc-
kle and to cry.

“Ef I ain’t thankful I did them quilts over,” thought
she, creeping slowly homeward, her hard-earned two dol-
lars knotted into a corner of her handkerchief for se-
curity.

About sunset Mrs. Peters came in again. * Marthy,” she
said, after a while, “ Sam says he’s out of work just now,
and he’ll cut through a front window for you. He’s got
some old sash and glass that’s been laying round in the
barn ever since I can remember. It'll be a real charity
for you to take it off his hands, and he’ll like to do it.
Sam’s as uneasy as a fish out of water when he hasn’t got
any work.”

Martha eyed her suspiciously. “Thanky; but I don’t
want nothin’ done that I can’t pay for,” said she, with a
stiff toss of her head.

“It would be pay enough, just letting Sam do it, Marthy ;
but, if you really feel set about it, I’ve got some sheets that
need turning. You can do them some time this summer,
and that will pay us for all it's worth.”

The black eyes looked at her sharply. “ Air you sure?”

“Yes ; it’s fully as much as it’s worth,” said Mrs. Peters.
“I’'m most afraid it’s more. There’s four sheets, and put-
ting in a window is nothing more than putting in a patch—
the old stuff ain’t worth anything.”

When Martha fully realized that she was going to have
a front window, and that her pride might suffer it to be
given to her and yet receive no insult, she was as delighted
as a child.

“ Lor sakes!” said she, “jest to think that I shall have
a front winder to set to! I wish mother could ha’ lived to
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see it. Mebbe you kinder wonder at it, Mis’ Peters—you've
allers had front winders; but you haven’t any idea what
a great thing it seems to me. It kinder makes me feel
younger. Thar’s the Mosely children; they're ’bout all
I've ever seen pass z2#s winder, Mis’ Peters. Jest see that
green spot out thar; it's been greener than the rest of the
yard all the spring, an’ now thar’s lots of dandelions blowed
out on it, an’ some clover. I b’lieve the sun shines more
on it, somehow. Law me, to think I'm going to hev a front
winder !”

“ Sarah was in this afternoon,” said Mrs. Peters, further
(Sarah was her married daughter), “and she says she wants
some braided rugs right away. She’ll send the rags over
by Willie to-morrow.”

“You don't say so! Well I'll be glad to do it ; an’ thar’s
one thing ’bout it, Mis’ Peters—mebbe you’ll think it queer
for me to say so, but I'm kinder thankful it’s rugs she wants.
I’'m kinder sick of bed-quilts somebow.”
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THE long, low, red-painted cottage was raised above the
level of the street, on an embankment separated into two
terraces. Steep stone steps led up the terraces. They
were covered with green, slimy moss, and little ferns and
weeds sprang out of every crack. A walk of flat slate
stones led from them to the front door, which was painted
green, sagged on its hinges, and had a brass knocker.

The whole yard and the double banks were covered with
a tall waving crop of red-top and herds-grass and red and
white clover. It was in the height of haying-time.

A grassy wheel-track led round the side of the house to
a barn dashed with streaks of red paint.

Off to the left stretched some waving pasture-land, and
a garden-patch marked by bean-poles and glancing corn-
blades, with a long row of beehives showing in the midst
of it.

A rusty open buggy and a lop-eared white horse stood in
the drive opposite the side door of the house.

An elderly woman with a green cotton umbrella over her
head sat placidly waiting in the buggy. She had on a flat-
tish black straw bonnet with purple strings, and wore a dull-
green silk shawl sprinkled with little bright palm leaves
over her broad shoulders,
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She had a large, smiling face, crinkly gray hair, and quite
a thick white beard cropped close on her double chin.

The side door stood open, and a young woman kept
coming out, bringing pails and round wooden boxes, which
she stowed away in the back of the buggy and under the seat.
She was a little round-shouldered, her face with iis thick,
dull-colored complexion was like her mother’s, just as
pleasant and smiling, only with a suggestion of shrewd
sense about it which the older woman’s did not have.

When the pails and boxes were all in the buggy, she
locked the door, got in herself, and drove carefully out of
the yard.

The road along which they proceeded lay between wav-
ing grain fields. The air was full of the rattle of mowing-
machines this morning ; nearly every field had its broad
furrows where they had passed.

The old white horse jogged slowly along ; the two women
sat behind him in silence, the older one gazing about her
with placid interest, the younger one apparently absorbed
in her own thoughts. She was calculating how much her
butter and eggs and berries would bring in Bolton, the large
market town towards which they were travelling.

Every week, Inez Morse and her mother drove there to
sell the produce of their little farm. Her father had died
three years before ; ever since, the daughter had carried
on the farm, hiring very little help. There was a six-hun-
dred-dollar mortgage on it, which she was trying to pay up.
It was slow work, though they saved every penny they could,
and denied themselves even the fruit of their own land.

Inez had a mild joke about the honey which her bees
made. She and her mother scarcely tasted it ; it all went

to the Bolton markets.
7
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“1 tell you what ’tis, mother,” Inez used to say, “ the day
the mortgage is paid off we’ll have warm biscuit and honey
for supper.”

Whenever her mother looked wistfully at the delicacies
which they could not keep for their own enjoyment, Inez
would tell her to never mind—by and by they would eat
their own honey. The remark grew into a sort of house-
hold proverb for them.

The mother felt their privations much more keenly than
the daughter. She was one of those women for whom these
simple animal pleasures form a great part of life. She had
not much resource in her mind. The payment of the mort-
gage did not afford her the keen delight in anticipation that
it did Inez ; she was hardly capable of it, though she would
be pleased enough when the time came. Now she thought
more about eating the honey. However, she had never
grumbled at any of her daughter’s management. In her
opinion, Inez always did about right.

When they reached Bolton, Inez drove about the village
from house to house, selling her wares at the doors, while
her mother sat in the buggy and held the horse. She had
a good .many regular customers: her goods were always
excellent, and gave satisfaction, though she had the name
of being a trifle exacting in her bargains, and asking as
much as she possibly could.

To-day one of her customers in making change did not
give her enough by a cent. Inez, when she discovered ir,
drove back a quarter of a mile to have the error rectified.

The woman looked amused and a trifle contemptuous
when she asked her for the missing penny. Inez saw it.
“You think it is queer that I came back for one cent,” said
she, with slow dignity, “but cents are my dollars.”
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“Yes, I suppose so,” assented the woman, hastily, chang-
ing her expression.

Inez, driving through Bolton streets, looked at the girls
of her own age, in their pretty street suits, in grave femi-
nine admiration. She herself had never had anything
but the very barest necessaries in the way of clothes.
Lately a vain desire had crept into her heart for a bright
ribbon bow to wear at the throat, as some of those girls
did. She never dreamed of gratifying the desire, but it
remained. She thought of it so much that, before she
knew, she mentioned it to her mother on their way home.

“Mother,” said she, “a red ribbon bow with long ends
like those girls wore would be pretty for me, wouldn’t it?”

Her mother stared at her in amazement. It did not
sound like Inez. “ Real pretty, child,” said she. “I’d hev
one ef I was you ; you’re young, an’ you want sech things.
I hed ’em when I was a girl.”

“Oh, no, mother,” cried Inez, hastily. “Of course I never
thought of such a thing really. I only spoke of it. We've
got to wait till the mortgage is paid to eat our honey, you
know.”

That evening, after the mother and daughter had eaten
their supper, and were sitting in the kitchen in the twilight,
there came a knock at the door.

‘Inez answered it. Willy Linfield stood there.

“ How do you do, Willy?” said she.

“Pretty well, thanky, Inez.”

Then there was a pause. Inez stood looking gravely at
the young man. She wondered what he wanted, and why
he did not tell his errand.

“Nice evening ?” said he, finally.

¢ Beautiful.”



96 A TASTE OF HOWNEY.

Then there was another pause. The young fellow stood
on one foot, then on the other, and got red in the face.

Inez could not imagine why he did not tell her what he
wanted. At last she grew desperate.

“Did your mother want to buy some eggs, Willy?”’ she
asked.

“ No-0,” he faltered, looking rather taken aback. “Idon’t
—she does—leastways she didn’t say anything about it.”

“Was it butter, then ?”

“ No—I guess not. I rather think she’s got plenty.”

Inez stared at him in growing amazement—what did he
want ?

He was a fair-complexioned young man, and he looked
as if the blood were fairly bursting through his face.

“Good-night, Inez,” said he, finally.

“ Good-night, Willy,” she responded. Then he walked off.

Inez went into the kitchen, entirely mystified. She told
her mother about it. “What do you suppose he wanted ?”
asked she.

Mrs. Morse was an obtuse woman, but Inez’s father had
come courting her in by-gone days. She caught the clew
to the mystery quicker than her daughter.

% Why, I guess he come to see you, Inez, most likely.”

“Come to see me! Why, what for ?”

“Why, 'cause he wanted to. Why does any feller go to
see a girl ?”

It was Inez’s turn to color then. “I never thought of
such a thing as that,” said she. “I don’t believe it,
mother.”

“ He did, sure’s preachin’.”

“ I never thought of asking him to come in. I guess you
are mistaken, mother. Nobody ever came to see -me so.”
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Inez kept thinking about it uneasily. It was a new un-
easiness for her.

The next day she met Willy Linfield in the village store.
She stepped up to him at once.

“ Willy,” said she, “I didn’t ask you to come in last night,
and I thought, p’rhaps, afterwards, I'd ought to. I never
thought of your wanting to come in. I supposed you'd
come on an errand.”

The young fellow had looked stiff and offended when she
first approached him, but it was impossible to doubt her
honest apology.

“Well, I kinder thought of making a little call on you,
Inez,” he owned, coloring.

“I’'m very sorry, then ; but no young man ever came to
see me before, and I never thought of such a thing.”

She looked into his face pleasantly. He gained courage.
“ Say, Inez,” said he, “ the bell-ringers are going to perform
in the hall to-morrow night. Wouldn’t you like to go with
me ?”

“Yes, I'd like to. Thank you, Willy.”

Inez was not easily perturbed, but she went home now
in a flutter. Such a thing as this had never happened to
her before. Young men had never shown much partiality
for her. Now she was exceedingly pleased. She had never
realized that she cared, because she had not.had the ex-
periences of other girls ; but now her girlish instincts awoke.
She really had a good deal of her mother’s simplicity about
her, though it was redeemed by native shrewdness.

Now she began to revolve in her mind again the project
of the red ribbon. She did want it so much, but she felt
as if it was such a dreadful extravagance. At last she
decided to get it. She actually looked pale and scared
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when she stood buying it at the counter in the little milli-
nery shop.

She went home with it, feeling a guilty delight, and showed
it to her mother, and told her of Willy Linfield’s invitation.
She had not before. This was on the afternoon of the con-
cert day.

“ My !” said her mother, elated, “you’ve got a beau, Inez,
as sure as preachin’, an’ the red ribbon’s beautiful.”

Inez could not, however, rid herself of the guilty feeling.
She gave her mother a piece of honeycomb for her supper.
“It ain’t fair for me to be buying ribbon out of the mort-
gage money, and mother have nothing,” said she to herself.
“So she must have the honey, and that makes two things
out.”

But when Inez, with the crisp red bow at her throat, fol-
lowed her escort awkwardly through the lighted hall, and
sat by his side listening to the crystal notes of the bell-
ringers, the worry about the ribbon and the weight of the
mortgage seemed to slip for a moment from her young,
bowed shoulders. She thought of them, only to lovk at
some other girls with ribbons, and to be glad that she had
one too. She was making a grasp, for a few minutes, at
the girlhood she had never had.

The concert was Wednesday. Saturday she and her
mother drove again to Bolton to sell their butter and eggs.
When they got home, Inez opened the parlor, which was
never used, and swept and dusted it. It was a grand apart-
ment to her and her mother. It had never been opened
since her father’s funeral. When she first unclosed the door
to-day she seemed to see the long coffin in the middle of
the floor, where it had rested then.

She shuddered a little. “Folks that have had troubles
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do see coffins afterwards, even when they’re happy, I sup-
pose,” muttered she to herself.

Then she went to work. There was a large mahogany
bureau in one corner of the room ; some flag-bottomed chairs
stood stiffly around ; there was an old-fashioned card-table,
with Mrs. Heman’s poems and the best lamp in a bead
lamp-mat on it, between the two front windows. A narrow
gilt-framed looking-glass hung over it.

Mrs. Morse heard Inez at work, and came in. ‘What
air you doin’ on, Inez?” she asked in wonder.

“I just thought I'd slick up here a little. Willy Linfield
said—he might—drop in awhile Sunday night.” Inez did
not look at her mother. Somehow she felt more ashamed
before her than she would have before a smarter woman.

“ My sakes, Inez, youdon’t say so! You have got a beau
as sure as preachin’. Your father kept right on reg’lar,
after we once set up of a Sunday night. You’ll have to
put a new wick in that lamp, Inez.”

“I'll see to it, mother,” replied Inez, shortly. She was
delighted herself, but she felt angry with her mother for
showing so much elation ; it seemed to cheapen her happi-
ness.

Sunday, Inez went with her mother to church in the
morning and afternoon. She went to Sabbath-school after
the morning service too. She was in a class of girls of her
own age. She had never felt, someway, as if she was in the
least one of their kind. She never had the things they had,
or did anything which they were accustomed to do. To-
day she looked at them with a feeling of kinship. She was
a girl too. Three or four of them had lovers. Inez eyed
them, and thought how she had one too, and he was coming
to-night as well as theirs,
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She had work to do Sundays as well as week-days.
There were cows to milk and hens to feed. But she
changed her dress after supper, and put on the new red-
ribbon bow. She picked a little nosegay of cinnamon roses
out in the front yard (there were a few of these little dwarf
roses half buried in the tall grass there), and arranged them
in an old wine-glass on the parlor mantel. When she heard
Willy’s feet on the slate walk and his knock on the front
door, her heart beat as it never had before.

“There’s your beau, Inez!” cried her mother; “he’s
come!”

Inez was terribly afraid Willy would hear what her mother
said ; the windows were all open. She went trembling to
the door, and asked him into the garnished parlor.

- Mrs. Morse stayed out in the kitchen. The twilight deep-

ened. She could hear the soft hum of voices in the parlor.
“Inez is in there courtin’,” said she. “ Her father an’ me
used to court, but it's all over. There’s something queer
about everything.”

Willy Linfield came many a Sunday night after that. It
was said all around that Willy Linfield was “going” with
Inez Morse. Folks wondered why he fancied her. He
was a pretty, rather dandified young fellow, and Inez was
so plain in her ways. She looked ten years older than he,
though she was about the same age.

One Monday afternoon, she told her mother that Willy,
the night before, had asked her to marry him. The two
women sat at the kitchen windows, resting. They had been
washing, and were just through. The kitchen floor was
freshly scoured ; everything looked damp and clean.

“You don’t say so, Inez!” cried her mother, admiringly.
“What did you tell him? Of course you’ll have him ; he’s
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a real nice feller; an’ I don’t believe you’ll ever get any-
body else.”

“1 told him I’d have him if he’d wait three years for me
to pay off the mortgage,” replied Inez, quietly.

“ Did he say he would?”

€ Yes.”

“It’s a long time for a feller to wait,” said her mother,
shaking her head dubiously. “I’'m afeard you'll lose him,
Inez.”

“Then I'll lose him,” said Inez. “I'm going to pay off
that mortgage before I marry any man. Mother, look
here,” she went on, with a passion which was totally foreign
to her, and showed how deeply she felt about the matter.
“You know a little how I feel about that mortgage. It
ain’t like any common mortgage. You know how father
felt about it.”

“Yes, I know, Inez,’’ said her mother, with a sob.

“Many’s the time,” Inez went on, “ that father has talked
about it to me over in the field there. He’d been trying all
his life to get this place clear; he’d worked like a dog; we
all worked and went without. But to save his life he
couldn’t pay it up within six hundred dollars. When the
doctor told him he couldn’t live many months longer, he
fretted and fretted over it to me. I guess he always talked
more about his troubles to me, mother, than he did to you.”

“1 guess he did, Inez.”

“Finally I told him one day—it was when he was
able to be about, just before he gave up ; I was out in the
garden picking peas, and he was there with his cane.
‘Inez,’ says he, ¢ I’ve got to die an’ leave that mortgage un-
paid, an’ I’ve been workin’ ever since I was a young man
to do it ¢Father,’ says I, ‘don’t you worry. [’/ pay up
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that mortgage.’ ‘You can’t Inez,’ says he. ‘Yes, I will,
says I; ‘I promise you, father.” It seemed to cheer him
up. He didn’t fret so much about it to me afterwards, but
he kept asking me if I thought I really could. I always
said, ¢ Yes.

“Now, mother, if I marry Willy now, nobody knows
what’s going to be to hinder my keeping my promise to
father. Willy ain’t got anything laid up, and he ain’t very
strong. Besides, he's got his mother and sister to do for.
Hattie’s just beginning to help herself a little, but she can’t
do much for her mother yet. Mrs. Linfield ain’t able to
work, and Willy’s got to look out for her. Then I've got
you. And there might be more still to do for in the course
of two or three years; nobody knows. If I marry Willy
now, I shall never pay off that mortgage, that I promised
poor father I would, and I ain’t going to do it. It'll take
just three years to pay it every cent; and then I'll marry
him, if he’s willing to wait. If the mortgage was just for
me I wouldn’t care, though I don’t think it would be very
wise, anyway. But it’s for father.”

Mrs. Morse was crying. “I know you're jest right about
the mortgage, Inez,” she sobbed; “but you’ll lose your
beau as sure as preachin’.”

Nevertheless, it seemed for a long time as if she would
not. Willy kept faithful. He was a good sort of young
fellow, and very fond of Inez, though he hardly entered into
her feelings about the mortgage. There was at times a per-
fect agony of pity in her heart over her father. It made no
difference to her that all his earthly troubles were over for
him now. When she thought over how he had toiled and
worried and denied himself for the sake of owning their lit-
tle farm clear, and then had to die without seeing it accom-
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plished, it seemed as if she could not bear it. The pitiful
spectacle of her poor, dull father working all his life for
such a small aim in such small ways, in vain, haunted her.

During the next three years she strained every nerve.
She denied herself even more than she had formerly. Some-
times she used to think her clothes were hardly fit for her
to appear in beside Willy, he always looked so nice. But
she thought he knew why she dressed so poorly, and would
not mind. “It brings the time when we can eat our honey
nearer,” she said.

Willy was faithful for a long time ; but, the last six months
of the third year, he began to drop off a little. Once in a
while he would miss a Sunday night. Inez fretted over it
a little ; but she did not really think of doubting him, he
had been constant to her so long. Besides, there was only
one more payment to be made on the mortgage, and she
was so jubilant over this that she was hopeful about every-
thing else.

Still, it was not with an altogether light heart that she
went to the lawyer’s office one afternoon and made the last
payment. She was not so happy as she had anticipated.
Willy had not been near her for three weeks now. She had
not seen him even in church.

Still, she went straight to his house from the lawyer’s
office; that had been the old laughing bargain between
them. She was to go and tell him the good news ; then he
was to go home with her, and help eat the festive supper of
warm biscuits and honey.

She walked right in at the side door, and entered the sit-
ting-room. She was familiar with the place. In the sitting-
room sat Willy’s mother and sister. They both started when
they saw her.
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*“Oh, mother, here she is!” cried Hattie, without speak-
ing to Inez.

Inez’s heart sank, but she tried to speak naturally.

“Where’s Willy?” asked she. “He’s home from the
shop, ain’t he? I've made the last payment on the mort-
gage, and I’ve come to tell him.”

The mother and daughter made no reply, but gazed at
each other in silent distress.

“Oh,Inez !’ cried Hattie, at length, as if she had nothing
else to say. “Come into the parlor a minute with me,
Inez,”’ she added, after a little.

Inez followed her trembling.

Hattie shut the door, and threw her arms around Inez.
“Oh, Inez!” she cried again, and began weeping ; “I don’t
know how to tell you. Willy has treated you awful mean.
We've all talked to him, but it didn’t do any good. Oh,
Inez, I can'’t tell you! He’s—gone over to West Dorset
this afternoon—to get married! Oh, Inez?”’

““Who is he going to marry ?”

“Her name’s Tower—Minnie Tower. Oh, Inez, we’re
so awful sorry! He hasn’t known her long. We never
dreamed of such a thing.”

“Never mind,” said Inez, quietly. “Don’t take on so,
Hattie. Perhaps it’s all for the best.”

“Why, don’t you care, Inez?”

There was a pitiful calm on Inez’s dull face. ¢ There’s
no use fretting over what can’t be helped,” said she. “I
don’t think Willy has acted bad. I made him wait a long
time.”

“That was the trouble, Inez.”

“I couldn’t help it. I should do it over again.”

Inez took it so calmly that the other girl brightened. She
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had felt frightened and distressed over this, but she had not
a very deep nature.

“Inez,” said she, hesitatingly, when she made a motion to
go ; “they've got a room fixed up-stairs, you know ; would
you like to see it? It looks real pretty.”

Inez shuddered. This fine stab served to pierce the
deepest, though she knew the girl meant all right.

“ No, thank you, Hattie, I won’t stop.” )

Inez was thankful when she got out in the air. She felt
a little faint. She had to walk a mile before she reached
home. Once she stopped and rested, sitting on a stone be-
side the road. She looked wearily around at the familiar
landscape.

“The mortgage is paid,” said she, “but I’ll never eat my
honey.”

Her mother was watching at the kitchen window for her
when she entered the yard.

“Is it paid, Inez?” asked she, eagerly, when the door
opened.

“ Every cent, mother,” replied the daughter, kissing her—
something she seldom did ; she was not given to caresses.

“Where's your beau?’ was the next question. “I
thought you was going to bring him home.”

“He ain’t coming, mother. He's gone over to West
Dorset to get married.”

“Inez Morse, you don’t mean to say so! You don’t
mean you've really lost your beau? Wa’al, I told you you
would.”

Mrs. Morse sat down and began to cry.

Inez had taken her things off, and now she was getting
out the moulding-board and some flour.

“What air you doin’ on, Inez?”
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“I'm making the warm biscuit for supper, mother, to eat
with the honey.”

“You ain’t goin’ to make warm biscuit when you’ve lost
your beau?”

“I don’t see why that need to cheat us out of our supper
we’ve talked about all these years.”

“T do declar’, I don’t believe you mind it a bit,” said the
poor, simple mother, her sorrow for her daughter lighting
up a little.

“I don’t care so much but what I've got enough comfort
left to live on, mother.”

“Wa’al, I'm glad you kin look at it so, Inez ; but you air
a queer girl.”

The biscuit were as light as puffs. Inez's face was as
cheerful as usual when she and her mother sat down at the
little table, with the biscuit and golden honey-comb in a
clear glass dish between them. The mother looked placid-
ly happy. She was delighted that Inez could * take it so.”

But when she saw her help herself to the biscuit and
honey, she said again ; “You aira queergirl, Inez. Iknow
the mortgage is paid, an’ I only wish your poor father knew,
an’ here we sit eatin’ the warm biscuit and honey. But I
should think losin’ your beau would take all the sweetness
out of the honey.”

The pleasant patience in Inez’s face was more pathetic
than tears. “I guess there’s a good many folks find it the
same way with their honey in this world,” said she. “To-
morrow, if it’s pleasant, we’ll drive to Bolton, and get you a
new dress, mother.”
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ONE afternoon Marm Lawson had company to tea.
There were three women near her own age—she was sev-
enty. Her withered, aged figure sat up pert and erect at
the head of the table, pouring the tea from the shiny britan-
nia teapot into the best pink china cups. She never leaned
back in a chair : there seemed to be a kind of springy stiff-
ness about her spine which forbade it. Her black cash-
mere gown fitted her long, shrunken form as tightly and
trimly as a girl’s; she had on her best cap, made of very
pretty old figured lace, with bows of lavender satin ribbon.
She wore her iron-gray hair in two little thin dancing curls,
one on each side of her narrow, sallow face, just forward of
her cap.-

In some other positions she would have been called a
stately old lady ; she could be now with perfect truth. Her
old character had in itself a true New World stateliness and
aristocratic feeling wholly independent of birth or riches
or education.

Marm Lawson was not a duchess ; but she was Marm
Lawson. The “Marm” itself was a title.

In a more ambitious and cultured town than this it would
have been Madam ; but the Marm proved just as well her sim-
ple neighbors’ recognition of her latent dignity of character.

Her three guests sat, each at one of the three remaining
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sides of the square table. Levina sat meekly, half trans-
fixed, apparently, at a corner.

She was a slender young girl, Marm Lawson’s grand-
daughter, her son Charles’s daughter. She had lived with
her grandmother ever since the death of her mother, some
ten years since. Her fair, colorless hair was combed smooth-
ly straight back from her pale, high forehead ; her serious
blue eyes looked solemnly out from beneath it. She ate
her warm biscuit and damson sauce decorously, never
speaking a word in the presence of her elders: she had
been taught old-fashioned manners, and they clung to her,
though she was important fifteen.

Conversation did not flow very glibly among the guests,
though they were ordinarily garrulous enough old souls.
When they spoke, it was precisely, and not like themselves.
Every nerve in them was braced up to meet the occasion
with propriety. This state afternoon, Marm Lawson’s china
tea-cups, and company damson sauce and pound-cakes,
coming right in the midst of their common everydays,
were embarrassing and awe-inspiring.. They were like
children ; they regarded Marm Lawson, as children will a
suddenly elevated playmate, with a feeling of strangeness
and respect. The one who felt this the least was a pretty,
silly old woman, with a front piece of reddish-brown hair.
She crimped it every night. Her cheeks were as fair and
pink as a young girl’s, her china-blue eyes as bright.

She ate her supper with a relish, and now and then eyed
Marm Lawson with a pleased consciousness of her own
pinky cheeks. “ How awful yaller she is!” she thought.
But there was never any evidence of the thought in her
placid blue eyes, nor about her tiny mouth, into which she
was stuffing great pieces of cake like a greedy baby.
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The one next her, who looked younger than she was,
from being fleshy, and so having no deep wrinkles, was a
widow, who lived with her married daughter ; the fair old
woman was a widow too, and so was Marm Lawson ; but
the fourth had an old husband living. He was a deacon
of the orthodox church. He had been asked to tea, but
had been too busy planting to come. “I'm dretful sorry
the deacon couldn’t come,” Marm Lawson had said, when
she was seating her guests at the table. The pink old lady
mentally resolved that she wouldn’t have sat at a corner if
he had; she was jealous, and always on the lookout for
slights, and careful of her own interests. She had fixed on
the largest piece of cake in the plate before it was passed ;
then she took it, defiantly.

After tea, when they all sat in the north room with their
knitting, they felt more at ease, and their tongues moved
faster. Marm Lawson had opened the north room to-day.
The south, on the opposite side of the entry, was her
usual sitting-room. The north one was shut up except on
occasions.

The china closet, where she kept her best china, was in
there, the best hair-cloth rocking-chairs, and Mrs. Hemans
and Mrs. Sigourney in red and gold on the mahogany work-
table. Everything—the hair-cloth furniture, the books, the
beaded lamp-mat—had a peculiar north-room smell, not
disagreeable, but characteristic, as much the room’s own
odor as a flower’s. It clung to the things when long re-
moved from it, too. Levina, years afterwards, and far away,
putting her face down to the red-and-gold Hemans book,
could smell the north room.

She overheard the old ladies speaking her name several

times as she went about clearing away the tea-things, which
8

~
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was her work ; but she paid no heed. She had no morbid
interest in herself, and therefore no unlawful curiosity. She
was a quietly strong-minded, conscientious girl ; but she was
too delicate. That was what her elders were talking about.

“Seems to me Leviny’s lookin’ kinder pindlin’, ain’t
she?” said the fleshy old lady, who was Mrs. Potter ; she
had buried a good many children of her own, years ago.
There had been two young daughters about Levina’s age.

“I thought so too,” agreed the deacon’s wife. “I
couldn’t keep my eyes off her when we was havin’ tea. She
made me think a sight of your Jenny, Mis’ Potter.”

Marm Lawson sat up straighter and knitted firmly. “I
don’t see any reason why Leviny ain’t well. She allers
looks pale ; it’s her nateral color.”

“ It ain’t so much the pale,” said Mrs. Potter, “but thar’s
somethin’ else, a kind of a look around the nose an’ the
mouth that I’ve seen a good many times,” and she sighed.
¢ Do#’t you think it’s jest a leetle damp here, Miss Lawson?
Do you s’pose it altogether suits Leviny ?”

Marm Lawson’s knitting-needles clicked furiously, and
the lavender bows on her cap trembled. “No, I don’t
think this house is any damper than any other house. I've
heard ’bout 'nough ’bout it. I've lived here all my life, an’
been well 'nough. T don’t see why Leviny can’t.”

“ Now, Mis’ Lawson,” said the fair old lady, “how kin
you say it ain’t damp ? Jest look at all them brakes under
the winders ; they allers grow whar it’s damp, an’ the whole
medder out this side is too wet to walk in, an’ jest kivered
with white vi’lets.”

“Thar’s a good many other houses in town got brakes
under the winders, an’ medders of white vi'lets pretty near
Qem.”



BRAKES AND WHITE VI'LETS. III

“Leviny’s mother died here, you know,” added the fair
old lady.

¢ She’d 'a died anywhar ; consumption was in the Crane
family. Leviny’s well 'nough ; guess I’d know if she wasn’t,
I’ve got ’bout as good opportunities of jedgin’ as anybody.”

The others subsided under this thrust. Poor Marm Law-
son was so excited as to be near forgetting her hospitality.
But the subject was revived among themselves on their
way home.

“Marm Lawson was dretful riled 'cause I said what I
did,” said the fair old lady; “but I don’t keer. I b’lieve
that gal’s goin’ jest like her mother.”

“I wish her father’d take her away,” said Mrs. Potter,
“somewhar whar it’s drier.”

“ Talk about that house not bein’ damp! Jest look at
that great streak of mildew on the front of it; they can’t
keep it off. It comes right through the paint every time.”

‘“ She won’t ever own it.”

But poor Marm Lawson had to succumb to it, if she
would not own it. Six months later she was living alone
in the beloved old house, which sat closely down on the
ground, with no foundation stones showing, and had, in-
deed, its great blotch of mildew ever present on its white-
painted front. The grass in the little front yard was always
rank and short, and a lighter green than elsewhere ; a thick
row of trees stood just outside it, along the sidewalk.

“Of course it's damp, mother,” Charles Lawson had
said, looking in dismay at his fading daughter, whom he
had come to see from his home in Lincoln, a town fifty
miles distant ; and he took her away with him on the next
train in spite of all his mother’s objections. He had a
good deal of her own decision of character. He had a
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second wife now, a good woman, so Levina would be well
cared for, and have a home. He urged his mother very
strongly to sell the house and go to live with him ; but she
scorned the idea.

Give up her home ! she said ; she'd like to see herself:
she knew all about old women livin’ with their sons’ wives.
No: she'd lived fifty year in the old place, if it was damp,
an’ she guessed she could stan’ it a while longer. Thar
wa’n’t no need of Leviny’s goin’.

She kept up a stern, indignant front till the coach con-
taining Levina and her father had rumbled out of sight;
then she went back into the house, into her south room,
and sat down and cried. “Charles might hev let me keep
her ; she wa’n’t sick much ; she’d been pickin’ up an’ eatin’
a good deal more lately ; she’d get well here jest as well as
anywhar. Charles might hev let me keep her. He’s got
a wife now. I’ll warrant she don’t understand nothin ’bout
nursin’.  Poor lonesome old woman I be! Oh dear! oh
dear !”

The poor old woman did have a hard, solitary life through
the next winter. Charles was a good son, and it troubled
him ; he wrote to her again and again, begging her to come
to him. His wife wrote, and Levina, who was mending,
wrote little, loving, precise letters. But the old lady stayed
resolutely where she was. She wouldn’t leave her home—
no, not for a short visit. She knew all about that ; the
house would be sold afore she knew it, if she left it, if "twa’nt
fur more’n a week, an’ then she wouldn’t hev any home,

Early in spring, however, her resolution seemed to give
way. The longing to see her granddaughter grew stronger
and stronger. Just before the ferns and white violets came
up around the house she wrote to her son, and told him
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she would come an’ stay just one week, an’ not any more ;
they needn’t tease her to.

The morning she started, Mrs. Potter and her daughter
came in to help her off. They lived opposite, in a house
a little back from the road, on a hill. She had to ride ten
miles in a stage-coach to a little isolated station to take the
cars. When she got into the coach there was a queer ex-
pression on her face. Mrs. Potter’s daughter, Mrs. Cart-
wright, noticed it, and spoke about it to her mother.

“ Marm Lawson looked sort of funny to me when she
went off,” she told her mother.

“She felt awfully ’bout leavin’ the place.”

“Twa'n't that. She had a look as if she was makin’ up
her mind to something.”

The poor old woman was making up her mind all that long
ten-mile drive, between the budding willows and maples, to
Cold Brook. She was torn betwixt two loves and two long-
ings: one for her dear Levina, and one for her dear home, with
its setting of green brakes and white violets. She was the
only passenger. Sitting up straight in the lumbering coach,
clutching her valise and her bandbox, she argued with her-
self: “Here’s Leviny, poor child, expectin’ to see grand-
ma—wonder if she’s growed any? An’here’s the old place
—seems as ef ’twas tearin’ of me in two to leave it. Oh
dear! I know I sha’n’t sleep a wink at Charles’s, nor eat
a morsel; I never could eat strange cookin.” But, my
sakes, seems to me I don’t keer, ef I kin only see Leviny,
dear child. S’pose the house should ketch fire while I was
gone? Oh dear!”

Her mind was not made up when she arrived at Cold
Brook, where she was to take the cars. The train was late.
She sat down in the little station, and watched the coach
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roll off Should she go, or stay? The station was noth-
ing more than a long bench with a roof over it as a
shelter from the rain. One side was entirely open. She
was all alone there. In two or three minutes she heard
the far-off whistle of the train. Should she go or stay?
Oh, Levina! Oh, the old house! Even while she was
asking herself she was dragging her little trunk around to
the rear of the station. Then she carried her valise and
bandbox round, and crouched down there with them, a
wretched, determined, guilty little old lady. She had de-
cided: the house had triumphed over Levina. The train
came nearer and nearer, the engine-bell ringing. It gave a
half-halt at the little station; then, as there were no pas-
sengers in sight, went on. Days passed sometimes without
any passengers at this little out-of-the-way place.

When the train had gone, the old lady dragged her bag-
gage round to the front of the station again, and sat down.
She hoped vaguely that a coach would come before long
and take her home ; but she knew nothing about it. There
she sat, hour after hour ; freight trains thundered past, and
one or two passenger trains; none of them stopped. She
could see people looking curiously at her sitting there,
and then they were gone. She had some gingerbread and
cheese in her valise, and she took them out and ate them.
It grew dusky, and no coach had come ; she began to real-
ize that none would come that night. Marm Lawson had
a great deal of spirit. When she understood that she would
either have to remain where she was through the night, or
strike off into the woods until she came to the road and a
house, she faced the situation bravely. She did not really
think of the latter alternative for a minute. She would not
have left her trunk unguarded there for anything. She was
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always accustomed to retire early. She opened her valise,
took out her Bible, and read a chapter ; then she went down
on her knees beside the rough bench and said her prayers.
Then she made up a bed on the bench, with her shawl and
cloak, and a folded dress for a pillow, and lay quietly down.
She looked across and saw the railroad track in the dusk,
and the fringe of low woods on the other side.

“It’s a queer place to go to sleep in,” said she ; “but I
s’pose His overrulin’ providence is jest as strong here as
anywhar. I only hope I ’ain’t committed a sin agin Him
in not goin’ to see Leviny.”

The soft spring twilight deepened ; when the stars had
come out faintly, the poor, strong old soul, wearied out, had
fallen asleep.

The stage-driver in the morning found her seated there,
erect and pert as ever, waiting for him. He eyed her curi-
ously ; she was a stranger to him ; but he had not a sus-
picion that she had stayed in the station all night. He
thought she had been brought early that morning from one
of the neighboring farms to take the stage.

Marm Lawson got home about noon. She went into her
own house defiantly. She almost felt as if she had no right
there. The neighbors, who saw her come, came running
in, wild with curiosity. But they got very little satisfaction
out of her. All she would say was that she had made up
her mind not to go any farther when she had got to Cold
Brook, and she s’posed she had a perfect right to. She
could not help owning that she had stayed all night there—
they knew when the stages ran. She met their consterna-
tion on this point with the same severe self-possession,
however. It was a strong proof of Marm Lawson’s obsti-
nate force of character that she went erectly through this
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without the slightest abatement of her dignity or self-con-
fidence.

She did not falter at all even when her son Charles came
a few days later. He was more severe with her for her
folly and imprudence than he had ever been in his life. If
she cared more for that damp, musty old place than she did
for Levina or himself, or her own life, she had better say so,
and have done with it.

She eyed him with stern indignation. ¢ Charles,” said
she, “your mother has got all her faculties yef, an’ she
knows what’s best for her a leetle better’n you kin tell her.
*Tain’t for you to dictate, yet a while.”

Still, in spite of her defiance, she was wretched after her
son had gone away. Even the meadow of white violets
and the brakes could not console her. She hungered piti-
fully after Levina. Still, she could not make up her mind
to leave home to go to her. She complained bitterly be-
cause they would not let her granddaughter come back ;
she “knowed” it wouldn’t hurt her, she said. It wa'n’t
any damper here than anywhere else ; she hadn’t seen a
speck of mould on her bread all summer. Without any
doubt, her constant struggle with herself wore on her. Being
away from what she loved was the very bitterness of death
to this strong-affectioned old woman ; and when the being
away was voluntary, and something for which she had to
blame herself, it was bitterness on bitterness.

Towards the last of August she was taken ill — quite
alarmingly so—and they sent for her son. He came, and
brought Levina, who would not be left behind.

When the coach stopped, Marm Lawson, who was per-
fectly conscious all the while, heard it. Then she heard
Levina’s voice. “Who's that?” she said, with a startled
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look, to Mrs. Cartwright, who was taking care of her.
“’Tain’t Leviny ?”

In another minute Levina was in the room.

 Oh, dear grandma !”

Her grandmother gave one hungry look at her; then she
turned her face on the pillow. “Now, Levina Lawson, you
ain’t goin’ to stay in this damp house one minute, an’ git to
coughin’ agin. You kin go right over to Mis’ Cartwright’s,
on the hill, an’ stay to-night, an’ to-morrow mornin’ you
take the stage an’ go home. I won’t hev you here. You’ve
just got a leetle better. Go right away! Levina Lawson,
why don’t you mind ?”

Her grandmother sat straight up in bed with a ghastly
expression of anger. The poor little girl ran out of the
room then, sobbing. She stayed in the house, but they had
to hide her being there from her grandmother. All that
night and the next day, she kept listening suspiciously.

% Charles,” she would say, “you wouldn’t keep Leviny
here when you know it’s as much as her life’s worth, I
know ; but I keep thinkin’ I hear her.”

Towards night she grew worse ; indeed, she died about
one in the morning. A little before, she stretched out a
withered hand and beckoned her son to her.

“ Charles,” whispered she, huskily, “I want—to tell you
—somethin’. I've made up my mind to—sell the place,
an’—go to live with you an’ Leviny—only—I want you to
go out in the mornin’ an’ dig up a root of white vi'lets an’
some brakes, so—I kin take ’em with me.”



ROBINS AND HAMMERS.

It was Monday morning ; Lois had her washing al} done
and her kitchen cleaned up, and it was yet not ten o’clock ;
the dew had not dried off the grass, and the surprise of the
morning had not worn off in her heart. Lois was a girl
who felt such things. After she had finished her kitchen-
work, she came with her broom into the front entry, with its
unpainted, uneven floor ; she was going to sweep that out ;
then her work in the lower part of the house was done, and
she had nothing more to do before dinner except to put her
own room up-stairs in order.

She opened the front door after she had come the length
of the narrow entry ; then she could not help standing there
a little while and staring out, leaning on her broom. It
was beautiful outside, and, apart from that, the out-doors gave
her somehow a sweet sense of companionship. The soft
wind, and the sunshine, and the sweet spring smells came in
by the open door like people. Lois felt it, though she did
not get so far as thinking it. She had been lonesome, with-
out knowing she was so till then. She was always alone in
the house all day while her father was at work. Her moth-
er was dead, and she had no brothers nor sisters.

The house faced southeast, and there was a weeping-wil-
low tree in front of it. Its long boughs, which were more
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like tender green garlands than branches, swayed gently in
the wind, and the sun shone through them. Lois looked
at it radiantly. The spring birds were singing very shrill
and sweet. There were bluebirds and orioles, and, more
than anything else,robins. Lois always seemed to hear the
robins plainest, maybe because she loved them best. She
had always liked robins ever since she was a child. But
now there was something else she liked to listen to better
than the robins, and that was the sound of the carpenters’
hammers on a house over the way. She could see its pinky
unpainted pine walls through the trees. That was to be
her house, where she and John Elliot were to live when
they should be married in the autumn. The taps of the
hammers seemed to Lois to harmonize sweetly with the
calls of the bluebirds and the robins ; they were of the same
kind to her ; both sounds belonged to love and hope and
the spring.

Lois was small and compact in figure ; her light-brown
hair crinkled closely around her forehead and hung in tight
curls on her neck. She had a pretty, thin face, with bright
eyes, sensitive lips, and a clear skin. She was neat in her
poor calico dress. There was no money in the Arms family,
though once they had been comfortably off. Hiram Arms
had been a prosperous farmer on his own account up in
Rowe ; now he was renting this great, unpainted, weather-
beaten old house in Pawlet, and letting himself out to other
farmers for low hire. A good many causes had brought it
about : fire and mortgages and sickness. It had not hap-
pened until after Sarah Arms’s death—that was always a
comfort to her daughter Lois. Sarah Arms had been a high-
spirited woman ; there were people who said that her ambi-
tion and extravagance had brought about her husband’s
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failure. There had been a bay-window and a new piazza
on that snug farmhouse in Rowe, of which the old neigh-
bors spoke dubiously now. ¢ Hiram Arms never ought to
have put on them additions,” said they ; “but Mis’ Arms
would hev ’em, poor woman.”

So now the father and daughter grubbed along in Pawlet,
- the daughter uncomplainingly, the father complainingly. He
was naturally a nervous man, and trouble had shaken him.
But at last, since Lois’s engagement to John Elliot, their
affairs began to look brighter. John had not much money ;
he would have to mortgage his new house; but he had
steady work and good pay, and a prospect of better. Hiram
Arms was to give up, on his daughter’s marriage, the desolate
old house which he rented, and go to live with her in her
new one. He was very proud and happy about it, and
talked it over a good deal among the neighbors; he had
always been almost foolishly fond of his daughter, and he
was growing garrulous.

Finally Lois took her broom and went about her work.
She had been brought up on tbe rigid New England plan,
and had a guilty feeling that it was a waste of time if she
stopped a minute to be happy. There was very little furni-
ture in these large, square, low-walled rooms, but everything
was scrupulously clean. After her sweeping was done and
her own room put in order, Lois had a little time to sit
down and sew before she got dinner; after dinner, when
the dishes were put away and her father gone back to his
work, she had a long quiet spell the whole afternoon till
six o’clock. '

There Lois sat in the one of the two square front apart-
ments which they used for a sitting-room, sewing. She was
making a kind of coarse cotton edging. She could not
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think of such things as boughten trimming for her poor little
wedding outfit ; but it was no matter, for she thought this
was beautiful. Hattie Smith had taught her how to do it.
She was her nearest girl neighbor, and she lived a quarter
of a mile away, with no houses between. Lois, as she sat
there, wished Hattie would come over that afternoon, and by
three o’clock she did come in sight: a stout, girlish figure,
in an ugly light-brown woollen dress fitting tightly over her
curving shoulders. She had her plaid shawl over her arm,
the afternoon was so warm.

“ Oh, Hattie,” cried Lois, running to the door and open-
ing it, “I am so glad you’ve come! I was awful lonesome.”

“Well, I thought I'd come over two or three minutes.
Mother an’ I got our washin’ out of the way real early to
day, and there wasn’t anything to do at home, an’ I thought
I’d bring my sewing over here.”

The two girls sat peacefully down at their work in the
sitting-room. Hattie was running up some breadths of a
dress, and Lois kept on with her edging.

“You get along real fast with that edging, don’t you?”’
said Hattie.

“Well, I don't know. I haven’t worked on it very
steady.”

“I think it’s real pretty.”

“So do I; beautiful.”

Hattie dropped her sewing after a little, and stared at
Lois with an odd expression on her large face, half of con-
cealed pleasure, half of doubt and commiseration.

“Lois,” said she, “ I heard something to-day, an’ I don’t
know whether to tell you of it or not. I told mother I was
half a mind to, for I thought you ought to know it. It
made me real mad.”
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“ What is it, Hattie ?”

“Why, I don’t know as I ought to tell. I’m afraid it’ll
make you feel bad.”

“No, it won’t.”

“Well, if you're sure it won’t. I wouldn’t mind it a bit
if I was you. It made me real mad. I think she was just
as mean as she could be. You see, old Mis’ Elliot run
over to borrow some soap this morning, an’ she sat down a
minute, an’ we got to talkin’ about John, an’ his new house,
an’ you. I don’t believe I'd better tell you, Lois.”

“Yes: I won’t mind. Go on.”

“Well, mother said something about what a pretty girl
you was, an’ Mis’ Elliot said, yes, you was pretty enough,
but she couldn’t help wishing sometimes that you had some-
thing to help John along with a little. She always thought
the woman ought to furnish the house—she did when she
was married—an’ it was a dreadful hinderance to a young
man to have to do everything. John worked terrible hard,
an’ she was afraid he’d get sick. And then she said she
always thought a girl ought to have at least two silk dresses
when she was married, a black one an’ a colored one, and
a good stock of clothes, so her husband wouldn’t have to
buy anything for her for two years certain. Now, Lois,
you won’t feel bad? Why, Lois, don’t cry I”

Lois’s poor little cotton edging lay unnoticed in her lap, and
she was sobbing pitifully in her little coarse handkerchief,

“ Now, Lois, I wouldn’t have told you if I'd thought you’d
felt so bad.”

Lois wiped her eyes, and raised her head bravely. “I
don’t feel bad,” said she ; “only I wouldn’t have believed
that Mis’ Elliot would have spoken so, when she knew I
was doing the best I could.”
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“Well, 7 wouldn’t; I think she was awful mean. I
wouldn’t mind it a blt Lois.”

“I don’t,” said Lois, and took up the cotton edging again
and went on working, trying to look pleasant and uncon-
cerned with her red eyes. She would talk no more on the
subject, however, though Hattie kept alluding to it.

Hattie went home a little before tea-time, saying to her-
self she didn’t know what to make of Lois Arms. Lois felt
nothing but honest distress; no anger against any one—
none against Hattie, nor even against Mrs. Elliot. Her
mother, before she died, had told her a good many times
that she had not enough spirit, and would have a hard
time going through the world, and she would have told her
that now had she been alive.

After Hattie went she sat there listening to the carpen-
ters’ hammers and the birds, but they no longer sounded
to her as they had done. She kept saying it over to her-
self in a discordant refrain that drowned everything else,
and took away the sweetness of it, with a bitter after-taste :

“Two silk dresses, a black one and a colored one ; and
I ought to furnish the house, and it’s going to be a burden
to John if I don’t.”

She had her father’s supper all ready for him when he
came from his work, though, in spite” of her trouble; and
they ate it peacefully together in the great barnlike kitchen,
which stretched the width of the house behind the other
rooms.

It was odd enough that her father, of his own accord,
should broach the subject of her anxiety that night; but
he did, after supper, in the sitting-room.

“Lois,” said he, “don’t you want something to buy you
some clothes with? ’Ain’t you got to make some new
things before fall ?”
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Lois choked a little before she answered. “I guess
you’ve got about ways enough for your money, father.”

“Well, I could let you hev a leetle. I ain’t got much
jest now. Ef two or three dollars would do you any
good—"

“I really don’t need it now, father. I've got plenty.”

“Well, you know best. I got to thinkin’ ’bout it this
afternoon—1I don’t know what put it into my head—when
I was ploughin’. Ef things were as they was once, you’d
hev enough. When I look back I wish your mother hadn’t
been quite so set ’bout hevin them bay-winders and piazzas.”

“QOh, father, don’t.”

“No, I won’t. I don’t mean to find fault. Your mother
was a good woman and a smart one, and she meant all
right. Sometimes I can’t help thinkin’ it over ; that’s all.”

Lois kept thinking it all over and over and over. Sun-
day night John Elliot came ; that was his regular courting
night. He came early, long before dusk ; everything, down
to his love-making, was prompt, and earnest, and day-lighted
with John Elliot. He looked just as he was. His tall,
stout figure bore his ill-fitting Sunday clothes so sturdily
that it made up for their want of grace ; his large face, with
firm, brown cheeks, and heavy but strong mouth and chin,
fronted Lois, and her father, and life, squarely.

The three sat solemnly in the front room for a little while
after he came. Then Mr. Arms went out into the kitchen,
and sat down patiently in his old arm-chair, drawn into the
back doorway, and listened to the frogs, and the low hum
of voices in the next room. Both sounds seemed to belong
to a spring he had left behind. He generally went to bed,
in his little room which opened out of the kitchen, long be-
fore John left, though this sober young man never kept his
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love up late. But to-night he still sat there in his chair,
though half asleep, when the front door closed. He won-
dered dreamily why John went so soon—an hour earlier
than usual. Then he heard Lois go up the front stairs to
her room, and then he locked the door and went to bed him-
self.

Next morning he looked curiously at Lois a good many
times, when she was going about getting breakfast for him
in the early light. He thought she looked very sober.
Once he asked her if she did not feel well, and she said
. yes. After breakfast, however, she said more. He was just
putting on his hat to go to his work when she stopped him. '

“Father,” said she, “I s’pose you ought to know it;
John and I ain’t going to get married in the fall.”

“You don’t mean you’ve broke it off ?”

“No; I haven’t broke it off, father. I hope some time
it'll be all right, and that’s all I can say about it. Don’t
talk any more about it, father. I tell you this, for I think
you ought to know.”

It was not so easy, however, to stop her nervous, distressed
father in his wonderment and conjecturing. He lingered
and talked and questioned, but Lois would say no more
than she had said, and he went off to work in an anxious
bewilderment. ‘

He had been very confidential about his daughter’s pros-
pects with the farmer whom he was helping. He had said
a good deal about the new house, and how likely the young
man was. To-day he said nothing. When he came home
he looked very old and dejected.

Lois saw it, with an awful sinking at her heart, but she
never faltered in her purpose. A corner of her resolute
mother’s mantle seemed to have fallen upon her gentle,

9
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humble little daughter. She never would marry John El-
liot until she could go to him well enough provided with
womanly gear not to be a burden at the outset. There
was no anger in her determination, and no pride deserving
the name.

She had asked him the night before to defer their mar-
riage a year. She gave him no reason; she thought she
could not, without, perhaps, having his mother’s remarks
traced back and trouble made; then, too, she knew he
would not consent to the plan.

The result was inevitable with a young man of John
Elliot’s turn of mind. He broke the engagement squarely
and went home. Next day the carpenters stopped working
on the new house. The silence of the hammers smote
Lois with a dreadful sense of loneliness all day. Her
father did not notice it till Tuesday night; then he asked
her abruptly, “ Have they stopped work on the house ?”

“Yes,” said Lois, with a great sob. Then she ran up-
stairs, threw herself on her bed, and cried bitterly. She
could not help it. Still, strangely enouéh, she was very far
from giving up all hope. She had never believed more
firmly in her life that the new house would be finished and
she and John live in it some day. She was going to work
and earn some pretty dresses and some furniture; then
John would come back, and it would be all right. In spite
of her yielding nature there was in her a capability of fine
concentration of purpose, which she might not use more
than once in her life, but which would work wonders then.
Whether it would work wonders with a practical, unimagi-
native, evenly resolute nature like John’s, remained to be
seen. Some might have questioned if her subtle fineness
of strength was on a plane equal enough to admit of any
struggle.
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She had not a doubt about it. John loved her, and by
and by, when she had earned enough money, and had her
clothes and her furniture, they would be married, and the
carpenters would finish the new house.

Her greatest present distress was her father’s dejection
and her not seeing John Sunday nights, and she made the
best of that, It was odd that she did not worry much over
poor John’s possible unhappiness; but she was so engaged
in acting against her own heart for his happiness that she
did not think of that consideration.

So she got the district school to teach, and passed the
summer that way, instead of making edging and listening
to the carpenters’ hammers. The school was half a mile
from her home, and she had to keep the house tidy and
get meals for her father, besides teaching, so she had to
work hard. Back and forth she went, passing first the
wild roses and then the golden-rod on the country road,
morning and noon and night, never faltering. Her pretty
face got a strained, earnest look on it, but never a hopeless
one. If John had only known—but he worked on in the
shop over in Pawlet village, and never came near Lois. If
she were in his thoughts, he kept her there so secretly that
nobody knew. He went to work on week-days and to
meeting on Sundays just as usual. He never alluded to
Lois, or his broken engagement, or his unfinished house,
and silenced his mother with, “I don’t want to hear a word
about this, mother ; you may as well understand it first as
last.”

She never mentioned the matter to him afterwards, though
she got a good deal of comfort from talking it over among
her neighbors. She was not sorry, on the whole, she said,
that the match was broken off. She had nothing against
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Lois Arms; she was a real pretty little thing, and a good
girl too, she guessed ; but she always thought John might
do a little better.

Then, on John’s marriage, she was to have been left alone
in her neat cottage house, which her husband had bequeathed
her; and although she had not wanted to live with the
young couple and sell her house, or have the young couple
live with her, she did not altogether wish to be left alone.
If she had told the whole truth, she would have said that
she was jealous of her son,and did not really want him to
get married at all.

Lois used to meet John’s mother sometimes, and would
return her stiff bow wistfully. She never thought of being
angry with her. John she never met. She used to glance
timidly across the church of a Sunday sometimes, and see
him upright and grave in his pew; but he never turned his
head her way, and never seemed to see her.

Lois taught all that year till the next spring; then she
had two hundred dollars in money. She had not spent
one cent of her salary, but had saved it jealously. She
had not given any to her father; that troubled her most.
To see him coming home from his hard, pitiful jobs of
wood-cutting and hauling through the winter, his shoulders
bent, his thin, nervous face with its white beard growing
thinner and more anxious, and she with her little hoard,
worried her. But she kept thinking it would be all right
soon. She knew his disappointment was wearing on him ;
but soon it would be over, and this precious money would
bring it about.

Lois had it all planned, just what she would do with her
money. Seventy-five dollars would buy her dresses, she
thought, and one hundred and twenty-five her furniture.
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She anticipated a sumptuous housekeeping outfit from that.
She was as innocent as a child about the cost of things.
Then John would come back to her, and the taps of the
hammers on the new house would chime in again with the
songs of the robins.

Lois was thinking what day she should go over to the
village to buy her dresses, and how she should send a little
note to John, when one day, shortly after her school closed,
her father was brought home with a broken arm. That
settled the matter. The dresses were not bought, the note
was not written, and the carpenters’ hammers remained si-
lent when the robins began to sing. Lois’s school money
paid the rent and the doctor’s bill, and bought food for
herself and father. She nursed her father till he was about
again, and then she took up her school-work and began
anew. She went without everything. She wore her poor
little shoes out at the toes; in the winter she wrapped her
shawl round her little red fingers and went without gloves.
She went past the wild roses again, then the golden-rod and
asters, then the red maple boughs, then the snow-drifts, back
and forth between her home and the schoolhouse, with her
pretty, enduring, eager face, till spring came once more.

A few weeks after her school closed, John Elliot, coming
home from the shop at dusk one rainy Saturday night, met
a girl on the covered bridge just before he got to his home.
She had been standing motionless at the farther entrance
till she had seen him enter at the other; then she had
walked forward towards him rapidly. She extended her
hand, with something white in it, when she reached him.

“Mr. Elliot,” said she, trembling, “here’s a note for you,
if you’ll please read it when you get home.”

Then he saw it was Lois.
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“ How do you do?” said he, stiffly, and took the note and
went on.

When he got home he opened it and read, holding it un-
der the light on the kitchen shelf, when his mother was out
of the room. It did not take long to read. It was only:

“DEAR JoHN,—Will you please come over to my house a little while
to-morrow night? I want to see you about something. Lois.”

He folded the note then, put it in his pocket, and asked
his mother if supper were ready.

The next evening he was so long about getting ready for
meeting, and brushed his coat and blacked his boots so
punctiliously, that his mother noticed it and wondered.
Was he going to see Lois Arms? But he did not go. He
only went to meeting, and straight home afterwards.

If he had only known how Lois was watching for him—
though then it was doubtful if he could have gone at once.
The limitations of his convictions would always be stronger
than his own inclination with him. He could not slacken
his own tight rein over himself very easily at his own com-
mand. He had made up his mind never to go near Lois
again, and he could not break his resolve. He tried,
though. Many an evening in the following weeks he
dressed himself in his Sunday suit, and even started to go
to see Lois ; but he never went.

Meanwhile it was too much for Lois. It began to be
whispered about the neighborhood that Lois Arms was very
poorly ; she was going into a decline. John heard nothing
of it, however ; not till his mother told him one evening,
about the first of June.

“ John,” said she—they were sitting at the tea-table—
‘I’'m goin’ to tell you, for I think you’d ought to know it.
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I’'ve been over to see Lois Arms this afternoon. I heard
she wa’n’t well, an’ I thought 1’d ought to ; an’ I think she’s
goin’ the way your sister Mary did.”

John sat perfectly still, staring at his mother. )

“She looks awfully. She was layin’ on the settee in the
sittin’room when I went in. She was all alone. An’ that
ain’t all, John; I know she’s a-frettin’ over you. I sat
down there side of her, you know, an’ she looked up at me so
kind of wishful. I can’t help cryin’ now when I think of it.”

“¢You ain’t feeling very well, Lois?’ says I.

“¢No,” says she, and tried to smile. But she couldn’t;
she bust right out cryin’. How she did cry! She sobbed
an’ sobbed till I thought she’d kill herself. She shook all
over, and there ain’t anything to her. I put my face down
close to her.”

“¢What’s the matter, you poor child ?’ says I.

“¢QOh, Mis’ Elliot! says she, and she put up her poor
little thin arms round my neck an’ cried harder.

“¢Lois,’ says I, ‘is it anything about John?’

“¢Oh,’ says she—*oh, Mis’ Elliot !’ again.

“¢Do you want to see him? says I.

“She didn’t say anything, only jest held me tighter and
cried harder; but I knew as well’s I wanted to. I wish
you’d go over there, John ; I think you'd ought to. It'sac-
cordin’ to what you profess. I’ll own I wa’n’t jest pleased
with the idea of it at first ; but she’s a real good girl, an’
she’s seemed real smart lately ’bout teachin’ school. An
she did make me think so much of your sister Mary, the
way she looked. Mary didn’t hev anything of that kind on
her mind, poor child, I'm thankful to say; but she looked
jest like her. I declare I can’t bear to think of it.”

Mrs. Elliot broke down and cried. John said nothing,
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but rose and went away from the table, leaving his supper
untasted. Even then he could not bring himself to go and
see Lois that night; he had to wait till the next; but he
went then.

It was hardly dark. Lois was lying on the settee in the
sitting-room when he went in without knocking.

“Lois I”

“Oh, John!”

“ How do you do to-night, Lois? I didn’t know you were
sick till mother told me last night.”

“I’m better. Oh, John!”

He pulled a chair up beside her, and sat down. * See
here, Lois, I read your note you gave me, you know ; but—
I couldn’t bring myself to come, after all that had happened,
to tell the truth. I'm sorry enough I couldn’t, now.”

“It’s all right, John ; never mind.”

“Now, Lois, what has all the trouble been about ?”

“ What trouble ?”

“The whole of it from the first. What made you do the
way you did, an’ put off gettin’ married ?”

“Don’t make me tell you, John.”

“Yes, I'm going to make you. I know you’re sick, an’
it seems cruel to bother you; but it’s the only way. It
ain’t in me to go on an’ pretend everything’s all right when
it ain’t, I can do everything else for you but that, an’ I
can’t do that if it’s to save your life. “You've got to be
open with me now, an’ tell me.”

“John, if I do, will you promise me, solemn, that you
won’t ever tell anybody else ?”’

“Yes, I'll promise.”

“Well, I thought it wasn’t doing right by you if I got
married that fall. I didn’t have anything hardly, not one

\
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silk dress, and I couldn’t do anything towards furnishing
the house. I thought if I should earn some money it would
make it easier for you. I didn’t want to begin to be a bur-
den to you right off, John,”

“But— Why, I don’t know what to make of you, Lois.
What put such a thing into your head all of a sudden ?”

“I ought to have thought of it before.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Icouldn’t. You wouldn’t have let me do it.”

“Lois, I never saw a girl like you. Here you’ve been
working hard these two years, an’ 'most killing yourself, an’
never letting me know, an’ me not knowing what to think.”

“John, I've got a beautiful black-silk dress and a blue
one and lots of other things. Then I’'ve got more’n a hun-
dred dollars saved to buy furniture.”

“What do you think I care about the dresses and the
furniture? I wish they were in Gibraltar |”

“Don’t scold me, John.”

“Scold you? There! I guess I won’t. Poor Lois! poor
girl! You meant all right, but it was all wrong. You’ve
’most killed yourself. But it'll be all right now. Shall I
set the carpenters to work to-morrow, darlin’?”’

“Oh, John!”

“I’ll speak to ’em bright and early, an’ you must hurry
an’ get well. You worryin’ about being a burden! O,
my Lord! Lois, I’ll never get over it. You silly, blessed
little girl! There's your father coming.”

The next morning Lois did not wake very early, she had
slept so soundly ; but when she did she heard—incredu-
lously at first, then in a rapture of conviction—the carpen-
ters’ hammers. The robins were singing, too.

Then her father called up the stairs: “Lois! Lois! John’s
begun work on the new house again!”



ON THE WALPOLE ROAD.

WALPOLE was a lively little rural emporium of trade;
thither the villagers from the small country hamlets there-
abouts went to make the bulk of their modest purchases.

One summer afternoon two women were driving slowly
along a road therefrom, in a dusty old-fashioned chaise,
whose bottom was heaped up with brown-paper parcels.

One woman might have been seventy, but she looked
younger, she was so hale and portly. She had a double,
bristling chin, her gray eyes twinkled humorously over her
spectacles, and she wore a wide-flaring black straw bonnet
with purple bows on the inside of the rim. The afternoon
was very warm, and she held in one black-mitted hand a
palm-leaf fan, which she waved gently, now and then, over
against her capacious bosom.

The other woman was younger—forty, perhaps ; her face
was plain-featured and energetic. She wore a gray serge
dress and drab cotton gloves, and held tightly on to the
reins as she drove. Now and then she would slap them
briskly upon the horse’s back. He was a heavy, hard-
worked farm animal, and was disposed to jog along at an
easy pace this warm afternoon.

There had not been any rain for a long time, and every-

thing was very dusty. This vroad was not much travelled,
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and grass was growing between the wheel-ruts; but the
soil flew up like smoke from the horse’s hoofs and the
wheels. The blackberry vines climbing over the stone
walls on either side, and the meadow-sweet and hardhack
bushes were powdered thickly with dust, and had gray leaves
instead of green. The big-leaved things, such as burdock,
growing close to the ground, had their veins all outlined in
dust.

The two women rode in a peaceful sort of way ; the old
lady fanned herself mildly, and the younger one slapped
the horse mechanically. Neither spoke, till they emerged
into a more open space on a hill-crest. There they had an
uninterrupted view of the northwest sky ; the trees had hid-
den it before.

“1 declare, Almiry,” said the old lady, “ we air goin’ to
hev a thunder-shower.”

“It won’t get up till we get home,” replied the other,
“an’ ten chances to one it’ll go round by the north anyway,
and not touch us at all. That’s the way they do half the
time here. If I’d ’a seen a cloud as black as that down
where I used to live, I'd ’a known for sure there was goin’
to be a heavy tempest, but here there’s no knowin’ anything
about it. I wouldn’t worry anyway, Mis’ Green, if it should
come up before we get home: the horse ain’t afraid of
lightnin’.”

The old lady looked comical. ‘He ain’t afraid of any-
thing, is he, Almiry ?”

“No,” answered her companion, giving the horse a spite-
ful slap ; “he don’t know enough to get scared even, that’s
a fact. I don’t believe anything short of Gabriel’s trumpet
would start him up a bit.”

“I don’t think you ought to speak that way, Nyl
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said the old lady ; “it’s kinder makin’ light o’ sacred things,
seems to me. But as long as you’ve spoke of it, I don’t
believe that would start him up either. Though I’ll tell
you one thing, Almiry: I don’t believe thar’s goin’ to be
anything very frightful ’bout Gabriel’s trumpet. I think it’s
goin’ to come kinder like the robins an’ the flowers do in
the spring, kinder meltin’ right into everything else, sweet
an’ nateral like.”

“ That ain’t accordin’ to Scripture,” said Almira, stoutly.

“It's accordin’ to my Scripture. I tell you what ’tis,
Almiry, I've found out one thing a-livin’ so long, an’ that
is, thar ain’t so much difference in things on this airth as
thar is in the folks that see ’em. It’s me a-seein’ the Scrip-
turs, an’ it’s you a-seein’ the Scripturs, Almiry, an’ you see
one thing an’ I another, an’ I dare say we both see crooked
mostly, with maybe a little straight mixed up with it, an’
we'll never reely know how much is straight till we see to
read it by the light of the New Jerusalem.”

“You ought to ha’ ben a minister, Mis’ Green.”

“Wa’al, so I would ha’ ben ef I had been a man; I
allers thought I would. But I s’pose the Lord thought
there was more need of an extra hand just then to raise up
children, an’ bake an’ brew an’ wash dishes. You’d better
drive along a leetle faster ef you kin, Almiry.”

Almira jerked the reins viciously and clucked, but
the horse jogged along undisturbed. “It ain’t no use,”
said she. “You might as well try to start up a stone
post.”

“Wa’al, mebbe the shower won’t come up,” said the
old lady, and she leaned back and began peacefully fan-
ning herself.

“That cloud makes me think of Aunt Rebecca’s funeral,”



ON THE WALPOLE ROAD. 137

she broke out, suddenly. “Did I ever tell you about it,
Almiry ?”

“No ; I don’t think you ever did, Mis’ Green.”

“Wa’al, mebbe you’ll like to hear it, as we’re joggin’
along. It'll keep us from getting aggervated at the horse,
poor, dumb thing !”

“Wa’al, you see, Almiry, Aunt Rebecca was my aunt on
my mother’s side—my mother’s oldest sister she was—an’
I'd allers thought a sight of her. This happened twenty
year ago or more, before Israel died. She was allers such an
own-folks sort of a woman, an’ jest the best hand when any
one was sick I'll never forgit how she nussed me through
the typhus fever, the year after mother died. Thar I was
took sick all of a sudden, an’ four leetle children cryin’, an’
Israel couldn’t get anybody but that shiftless Lyons woman,
far and near, to come an’ help. When Aunt Rebecca heerd
of it she jest left everything an’ come. She packed off
that Lyons woman, bag an’ baggage, an’ tuk right hold, as
nobody but her could ha’ known how to. I allers knew I
should ha’ died ef it hadn’t been for her.

“She lived ten miles off, on this very road, too, but we
allers used to visit back an’ forth. I couldn’t get along
without goin’ to see Aunt Rebecca once in so often; I'd
get jest as lIonesome an’ homesick as could be.

“So, feelin’ that way, it ain’t surprisin’ that it gave me an
awful shock when I heerd she was dead that mornin’.
They sent the word by a man that they hailed, drivin’ by.
He was comin’ down here to see about sellin’ a horse, an’
he said he’d jest as soon stop an’ tell us as not. A real
nice sort of a man he was—a store-keeper from Comstock.
Wa’al, I see Israel standin’ out in the road an’ talkin’ with
the man, an’ I wondered what it could be about. But when
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he came in an’ told me that Aunt Rebecca was dead, I jest
sat right down, kinder stunned like. I couldn’t ha’ felt
much worse ef it had been my mother. An’ it was so
awful sudden! Why, I'd seen her only the week before,
an’ she looked uncommon smart for her, I thought. Efit
had been Uncle Enos, her husband, I shouldn’t ha’ won-
dered. He’d had the heart-disease for years, an’ we’d
thought he might die any minute ; but to think of her—

“T jest stared at Israel. I felt too bad to cry. Ididn't,
till I happened to look down at the apron I had on. It
was like a dress she had ; she had a piece left, an’ she gave
it to me for an apron. When I saw that, I bust right out
sobbin’.

“¢0 Lord, says I, ‘this apron she give me! Oh dear!
dear! dear!

‘¢ Sarah,’ says Israel, ¢it’s the will of the Lord.

“¢I know it says I, ‘but she’s dead, an’ she gave me
this apron, dear blessed woman,’ an’ I went right on cryin’,
though he tried to stop me. Every time I looked at that
apron, it seemed as if I should die.

“Thar wa'n’t any particulars, Israel said. All the man
that told him knew was that a woman hailed him from one
of the front windows as he was drivin’ by, and asked him
to stop an’ tell us. I s’posed most likely the woman that
hailed him was Mis’ Simmons, a widder woman that used
to work for Aunt Rebecca busy times.

“Wa’al, Israel kinder hurried me to get ready. The
funeral was app’inted at two o’clock, an’ we had a horse
that wa’n’t much swifter on the road than the one you’re
‘drivin’ now.

“So I got into my best black gown the quickest I could.
I had a good black shawl, and a black bunnit too; so I
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looked quite decent. I felt reel glad I had em’. They
were things I had when mother died. I don’t see hardly
how I had happened to keep the bunnit, but it was lucky I
did. I got ready in such a flutter that I got on my black
gown over the caliker one I’d been wearin’, an’ never knew
it till I came to go to bed that night, but I don’t think it
was much wonder.

“We’d been havin’ a terrible dry spell, jest as we’ve been
havin’ now, an’ everything was like powder. I thought my
dress would be spoilt before we got thar. The horse was
dreadful lazy, an’ it was nothin’ but g’langin’ an’ slappin’ an’
whippin’ all the way, an’ it didn’t amount to nothin’ then.

“When we’d got half-way thar or so, thar come up an
awful thunder-shower from the northwest, jest as it’s doin’
to-day. Wa’al, thar wa’n’t nowhar to stop, an’ we driv
right along. The horse wa’n’t afraid of lightnin’, an’ we got
in under the shay top as far as we could, an’ pulled the
blanket up over us ; but we got drippin’ wet. An’ thar was
Israel in his meetin’ coat, an’ me in my best gown. Take
it with the dust an’ everything, they never looked anyhow
again.

“Wa’al, Israel g’langed to the horse, an’ put the whip
over her, but she jest jogged right along. What with feelin’
so about Aunt Rebecca, an’ worryin’ about Israel’s coat an’
my best gown, I thought I should never live to git thar.

“When we driv by the meetin’-house at Four Corners,
where Aunt Rebecca lived, it was five minutes after two, an’
two was the time sot for the funeral. I did feel reel worked
up to think we was late, an’ we chief mourners. When we
got to the house thar seemed to be consider’ble goin’ on
around it, folks goin’ in an’ out, an’ standin’ in the yard,
an’ Israel said he didn’t believe we was late, after all. He
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hollered to a man standin’ by the fence, an’ asked him if
they had had the funeral. The man said no; they was
goin’ ‘to hev it at the meetin’-house at three o’clock. We
was glad enough to hear that, an’ Israel said he would drive
round an’ hitch the horse, an’ I'd better go in an’ get dried
off a little, an’ see the folks.

“It had slacked up then, an’ was only drizzlin’ a leetle,
an’ lightnin’ a good ways off now an’ then.

“Wa’al, I got out, an’ went up to the house. Thar was
quite a lot of men 1 knew standin’ round the door an’ in the
entry, but they only bowed kinder stiff an’ solemn, an’
moved to let me pass. I noticed the entry floor was drip-
pin’ wet too. ‘Been rainin’ in,’ thinks I. ‘I wonder why
they didn’t shet the door.” I went right into the room on
the left-hand side of the entry—that was the settin’-room—
an’ thar, a-settin’ in a cheer by the winder, jest as straight
an’ smart as could be, in her new black bunnit an’ gown,
was—Aunt Rebecca.

“Wa’al, ef I was to tell you what I did, Almiry, I s’pase
you'd think it was awful. But I s’pose the sudden change
from feelin’ so bad made me kinder highstericky. I jest sot
right down in the first cheer I come to an’ laughed ; I
laughed till the tears was runnin’ down my cheeks, an’ it
was all I could do to breathe. There was quite a lot of
Uncle Enos’s folks settin’ round the room—his brother’s
family an’ some cousins—an’ they looked at me as ef they
thought I was crazy. But seein’ them look only sot me off
again. Some of the folks came in from the entry, an’ stood
starin’ at me, but I jest laughed harder. Finally Aunt Re-
becca comes up to me.

¢ For mercy’s sake, Sarah,’ says she, ¢ what air y